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INTRODUCTION. 

PROSPKK MKKIMEE w.is bom at Paris in the year 
iSoj. beinif th<? son of. as 1 suppose, the "Mr. 
Merrimee" (sit) who served as a kind of patron to Hazlitt 
in his visit to Paris for the purpose of copying pictures in 
the Louvre. M^rtmee received a legal education ; but 
instead of proceeding either to the bar or to the bench, 
after the habit of French lawyers, he entered the public 
service. He was for some time attached to the Ministry 
of Foreign Affairs, then to that of Commerce; and finally 
he obtained the extremely congenial appointment of In- 
spector of Historic Monuments, in which he did much 
good work, and in connection with which he took many 
interesting journeys and produced some valuable mono- 
graphs. In 1S40 he undertook a mission to Spain, in 
the course of which he made acquaintance with the family 
of the future Empress Eugenie. This acquaintance had 
much inHunnce on his future career. In 1844 he be- 
came a member of the French .'\cademy. At the time 
of the somewhat famous Libri affair, he defended Libri, 
who was his friend, from the charge of abstracting public 
property from libraries, with such warmth, that he was 
prosecuted and condemned to fine and imprisonment. 
After the establishment of the Empire he was made a 
Senator (insisting with rather uncommon disinterestedness 
on giving up the emoluments of his former appointment). 



; nd became one of the most iiitimatt fritnds of the I mperial 
liousehokl. He made frequent visits to England, where 
he liad many friends, especially Mr. Ellice of Glengarry, 
and Mr. (afterwards Sir Antonio) Panizzi of th.^ British 
Museum. He had some English blood in his veins, and 
was, as the mottoes of the following book will show. Inti- 
mately acquainted with English literature, as he was also 
witli '^innlch an<1 in tli^ l^t^r ycars of his life with Russian. 
Aft ilth broke down, and he died 

at Canne o. having lived long enough to 

see Empire and the misfortunes of 

I'rai ter his death that a new side of 

his literary had already been established iii 

various de; irly half a century, was revealed 

— together of his character — to the public 

by the sui tion of two large collections of 

letters ; on inue," and another to his friend 

I'anizzi. i i. "A une autre Inconnue," has 

less interest. These letters, besides presenting perhaps the 
best examples of epistolary style and the most various 
subjects of interest to be found in any similar books since 
the early years of the century, throw the fullest light on 
Merimee's curious nature. He had been regarded in his 
lifetime as a confirmed cynic, and cynicism was not wanting 
in these letters ; but they also exhibited some, at least, of 
the sterling (jualitles which underlay this mask. I'erhaps 
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deception, and a further part to the intluence of Stendhal 
(Henri Beyle), who was a friend of Meriniee's youth, and 
who undoubtedly iiad some ascendancy over him. 

M^rim^e'-s literary work — all of which is distinguished by 
the presence of what good judges have regarded as the 
best French prose style of the century, as well as by other 
remarkable qualities — is both extensive and various. Al- 
though an extremely careful and accurate worker, a man of 
many distractions, and somewhat o( a man of pleasure, he 
found time to protluce more than a score of volumes of 
original and translated work of the highest literary merit. 
He began rather characteristically with two audacious fabri- 
cations, intended to catch the taste and tone of the then 
(1825) young Romantic movement. One was entitled the 
" Theatre de Clara Gazul," a pretended collection of trans- 
lated Spanish plays; and the other was "La Guzla," a 
prose collection of (equally pretended) translations of 
lllyrian folk-songs. Then he tried — in the work which is 
now presented to the reader, and in " La Jacquerie " — a 
variety of French romance, Irnsed on the novels of Sir 
Walter Scott, which he himself soon abandoned, but which 
was afterwards followed out with immense success by 
Uumas and others. Relinquishing this also, he confined 
himself for the rest of his life, as far as fiction was con- 
cerned, to shorter tales, the secret of which he never lost, 
and which constitute by far the most remarkable collection 
of the kind in literature. " Colomba," " Carmen." "• Arscnc 
Guilloi," " La Venus d'llle," " Mateo Falcone," ■' L'Fnleve- 
ment de la Rcdoutc." " Lokis," ■' La Chambre BIcue," and 
others, present the widest diversity of style and subject ; yet 
every one may be called a masterpiece. No one of Meri- 
mee's contem|)orarit;s and rivals in lliis art, except 'Ihcophile 
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Gauliei, could match hitn instylt; whilthe excelled Gautier 
in dramatic conception of story, in close observation of life, 
and in particular in the rigid exclusion of anything like 
unnecessary description or digression of any kind. It is 
jjosaible that he carried this fancy for compression too 
far for long stories; and a severe criticism might desire 
son csent instance. But in shorter 

stot.w I... it be, is naturally not felt, and 

the astor ihich results from the quality is 

lelt ilthough Merimee's love-scenes 

were almc with a certain cynicism, which 

prevented \ g the exquisite Romantic beauty 

of Gautier'i reuse," he is in all other respects 

unsurpasse( I'llle" and " Lokis" in the direc-. 

tion of supi '■ L' Enlevement de la Redonte" 

in that of ncd description of action ; " Co- 

lumba." " ^laleu . ^.^v.ie, and "Carmen," in the fixing of 
romantic national character ; " Arsene Guillot " and " La 
Chambre Bleue," in two different forms — the lighter and 
more satiric, the more pathetic and sentimental, respec- 
tively — of the old French conte, or story of dubious morality : 
all these stand so far above their competitors, that it is 
difficult to conceive their ever being equalled, 

Merimee's work in other directions to a great extent 
conditioned his work in pure literature. He did not attempt 
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from tlic loose opulence of Romantic colour and the some- 
what jejune mathematics of Classical proportion. 

It is very interesting to see how these qualities appear, 
even in such early work as the following book, which was 
written when the author was scarcely five-and-twenty. And 
it is also interesting to compare it with the work — " La Reine 
Margot" — of Dumas, written years afterwards on the same 
subject, and with pretty distinct indebtedness to this very 
book. In some respects M^rimee's work shows defect. 
It is doubtful whether he could ever have written a long 
novel or romance, his very faculty of managing the nouvelU 
or short story being rather a snare to him in this way. It 
is open to anyone who likes to say that the earlier chapters 
of this elironiqite are rather loo much isolated studies of par- 
ticular characteristics of the period, that their very titles 
stamp ihem as such, and that sufficient pains are not taken 
to melt and incorporate these studies- — of a duel, of an intro- 
duction at Court, of the Renaissance combination of devotion 
and libertinage, of the Renaissance fancy for white, and some- 
times not so very white magic — into a harmonious whole ; 
that Mei^y is too much of the abstract jfiiuc premier, 
Diane too little of a distinct and individual figure. Some 
truth must be allowed to these complaints ; but not loo much. 
It is perfectly true that, with the exception of the pathetic- 
ironic figure of George de Mergj' (one of the innumerable, 
and it wonid seem inevitable, instances of the need which 
the novelist feels of sketching himself), and perhaps of 
Captain Dietrich Hornstein, who owes something to Captain 
Dugald Dalgetly, it is more difficult than it should be to take 
a direct personal interest in the characters. Only in the 
great scene between Diane and Mergy, when the massacre 
has actually broken out. does the heroine become thoroughly 
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of the mill, which conies not far short of Merimee's own 
" Capture of the Redoubt," and probably served as model to 
the one unquestionably good thing that M. Zola has done, 
"L'Altaque du Moulin." In these scenes, as in the con- 
cluding one which has been already criticised, the touch of 
hardness, of a sort of complaisant dallying with horrible 
detail, which is still more characteristic of the " Jacquerie," 
and which always more or less distinguished M^rimce as a 
writer, may be a little apparent. But it certainly does not 
appear sufficiently to interfere with the enjoyment of what, 
if it is not the best historical novel, is probably the best 
series of historico -fictitious pictures in words that French 
has to show. 

Nor should it be omitted that even here, early as the work 
is, and comparatively imperfect as is the writer's afterwards 
consummate mastery of his implements, there appears very 
much of that literary and moral idiosyncrasy which makes 
M^rimee so interesting a figure. There appears also that 
ironic-pathetic view of life which is from first to last present 
in his books, but the standpoint of which was never fully 
revealed till the publication of his letters, including that very 
interesting selection to Mrs. Senior and others which Count 
D'Haussonville printed only the other day. Two of the 
stories, remembered or invented as he wrote for the benefit 
of his correspondents, which this last selection gives, are so 
invaluable for providing the reader with spectacles through 
which to read Mtirim^e, that I may perhaps be pardoned for 
translating them here. This is the first : — 

'■ Once upon a time there was a madman who thought 
that he |K)ssessed the Queen of China (1 need not tell you 
that she is the loveliest princess in the world) shut up in a 
bottle. This possession made him very happy, and he was 
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never tired of exerting himseir. that the bottle and its 
inhabitant might have no reason to be ashamed of him. But 
one day he broke the bottle, and as one cannot hojie to hit 
upon a Princess of China twice in one's \\k, he. who liad 
only been mad before, became stupid." And here is the 
other : — 




•' Well then, wli 
master of a remarl 
for reasons which 1 
for a long time ne\ 
but by unwearjing i 
this stocking taken 
mark, wiih patches 
course as a sympton 
ugly. I never saw 
mark through the stc^^-.ig- 

These two stories should atn'ays be remembered, intelli- 
gtntly and compassionately, in reading Merimee, But it 
should l>e remembered also that he never " posed " in society 
as a disappointed or blighted being. His pose, if any, 
was nitlur the other way. Even in this book, purely his- 
t.iin-.il as it is for the most part, there will be found, not 
Innuiisin, lhoui;h it was written in the very high tide and 
•-piiiiL; tinH- (ii that influence, but a sincerity of disillusion 



I was, as I thought, sole 
eg — not a common thinjj. 
,'ou by discussing. I had 
at clad in a silk stocking ; 
lined the favourof having' 
le garter had lett a red 
k — a mark explicable of 
acy of the skin, but still 
tvanJs without seeing the 
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remark that at least in later life he was dominated by and 
occasional!)'' showed " le sentiment qu'il etait mal compris, 
mal juge, mais qu'il etait iin pen responsable de cette 
injustice, et qu'il devait s'en prendre surtout a lui-nieme. 
non seulement si on pcnsait quelque mal de lui. mais encore 
s'il ne valait peut-£tre pas tout ce qu'il aurait pu valoir. " 
As an ethical criticism this is, I think, very acute and very 
just ; but on the literary side, Merimee scarcely aurait pu 
va/oi'y more than he does. His variety of interests, his fas- 
tidiousness of taste, his freedom from any need of working 
for a living, and his contempt of popular applause and 
popular estimates, would probably, when taken together, 
have always prevented him from writing a "Decline and 
Fall " or an " Esprit des Lois." But he has done the very 
best things of their kind in more kinds, or more subdivisions 
of a kind, than one or two, and of how many men is it 
possible to say that ? In this particular book, if he did not 
do one of the very best things in its particular kind, he 
showed a whole nation the way, which was promptly and 
profitably followed, and himself turned out work of a rare 
excellence. 

GtORtiK Saint-sbukv. 

Note gk PosTscfcirr. — / Micz'e ikal art English transla- 
liott of the " Chronique de Charles IX." has already appeared 
some forty years ago : but f /tave ncx'er seen it, and the 
demerits of the following version, such as they are, are all 
my own. It would have been impossible to ehajse a pleasantcr 
relief and variation to the usual inguiry, " IVhat the Swede 
intends and what the French" and the other customary occu- 
patiom of journalism : and I can only hope that the result of 
the exercise is not so ven- much less well pirjormcd than it 
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was pleasant in the pcrjonnance. Mi'riwHc, who followed 
Scott pretty elosely, in some 'icays, does not appear to have 
aimed at much archaism of style, though he has touihes of it 
here and there. So that if my own practice in this 7'espect 
seems a little ituonsistenl, I may plead the desire {which indeed 
has been my chirf desire throughout) to follow my original as 
closely as possible. The author himself added notes with ' 
tolerable liberality, and it seemed unnecessary to increase their 
number much. Indeed such additions could have served little 
purpose, except to apologize for the oeeasional substitution of 
one idiom for another^an apology usually as superfluous as 
the siibslilittion itself is fiecessary. If anyone solemnly and 
dictionary-in-hand assures me that '■ d trots polls" means 
■■ three-piled," and that I have not in its particular place so 
translated it, I can only admit with equal solemnity that he is 
quite right. 
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AUTHOR'S PREFACK. 



,^^^^^B T HAD l>c(;n reading a considerable num- 
^^^H^l^ 1 Iht of memoirs and pamphlets relating tu 
^^ the end of the sixteenth century. 1 to<jk a 

fancy to extract some of the matter of my readinj,' : and 
the result of the process is the present book. 

Anecdotes are the only pari of history that 1 love ; and 
amon}^ anecdotes I prefer those where it seems to me that I 
find a true picture of manners and character at a given 
time. This is not a very dignified taste ; but I confess to 
my shame that I would willingly give Thiicydides for some 
authentic memoirs by Aspasia or by a slave of Pericles. For 
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memuirs alone, which are as it were famihar conversations 
of aEi author with his reader, furnish those portraits of human „ 
beings which amuse and interest me. To form an idea of 
the Frenchman of the sixteenth century you must go, not to 
M^zeray, but to Montluc, Brantome, D'Aubigne, Tavannes, " 
La None, and their likes. The very style of these contem- 
porary authors teaches as much as their matter. i 
Y'- -.7,7 ' ---' '- ' 'listoile this short note : — 
' - le t neuf, one of the king's favourites ■ 
laving married for love a certain 
lleys at Marseilles, named Anti- 
the act of infidelity, slew him, 



is." 

;, and of many others whereof 
)nstruct a whole character in my 
life again a lady of the Court of 



before he 
Florentine 
notti, and 1 
manlike, \v 

By dint 
Brantome i 
mind, and 
Henri III. 

To my fancy, it is curious to compare these manners with 
ours, and to note in the latter the decadence of vigorous 
passions. Hence, no doubt, a gain in quiet living, and per- 
haps in happiness. But we have still to find out whether 
we are better men than our ancestors ; and this question is 
not so easy to settle, for ideas have greatly varied at diffe- 
rent times on the subject of the same actions. Ihus, about 
1 500. a murder by dagger or poison inspired nothing like the 
horror that it docs now. A gentleman killed his enemy 
treacherously; he sued for pardon, obtained it, and appeared 
in society without anyone dreaming of frowning on him. 
Sometimes, indeed, when the murderer had a legitimate 
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Thus it seems to me clear that we must not use our nine- 
teenth century ideas in judging sixteenth century conduct. 
What is criminal in a state of advanced civilization is only 
a bold deed iji a state more backward, and in a state of bar- 
barism may perhaps be a laudable action. It is generally 
felt that the judgment which is passed on the same 
action must vary with countries as well as with times, 
for between nation and nation there is at least as much 
difference as between century and century.' Mehemet AH, 
with whom the Mameluke Beys vied for the control of 
Egypt, one day invites the principal chiefs of this militia to 
a festival within his palace walls ; when they are inside the 
gates are shut ; Aniauts shoot them down Irom behind cover 
on the top of the courtyard walls, and from that time 
Mehemet Ali reigns alone in Egypt. Well, wc negotiate 
with Mehemet Ali; Europeans even think very highly of 
him ; he is held a great man by all the newspajwrs ; they 
call him Egypt's benefactor. And yet what can be more 
horrible than to butcher defenceless men in this way ? 
As a fact, murderous traps of this kind are sanctioned 
by the custom of the country, and by the impossibility of 
managing matters otherwise. 'Tis then that the maxim of 
Figaro, Ma per Dio, rutiiitd, comes in. I f a minister whom I 
will not name had found .\rnauLs ready to shoot at hts orders, 
and if at a state dinner he had despatched the chief members 
of the Left, the action would have been, as far as actual fact 
went, the same as that of the Pasha of Egypt, but morally 
it would have been a hundred times more blameworthy. Vet 
this minister turned into the streets many Liberal electors 

' May not ihisTuli; be cMeiidcd to individuals? Is ihc son ufa thief, 
who himself thieves, as culpable as an educated man who goes through a 
fraudulent bankrupicy? 
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who were small government functionaries, frightened the 
rest, and made the elections go as he wished. If Mehemet J 
All had been a French minister he also would have taken J 
no stronger measures, and in the same wajj the French | 
minister would doubtless, in Egypt, have been obliged to j 
take to the fusillade, turnings out of office not being calcu- 



lated to produce 
The massacre 
for its own day ; 
teenth century w 
nineteenth. Let us 
a share in it or syi 
10 attack the Hug 
enemies. St. Bar. 
rising, like that of 
of Paris, when they ,.l,,. 



effect on Mamelukes.' 
w was a great crime even 1 
issacre as such in the six- 
rime as a massacre in the 
iter part of the nation took 
it, and armed In a body 
t held to be strangers and 
in short, a national up- 
in 1809 ; and the citizens 
of the heretics, had a tirm 



belief that they were obeying the voice of heaven. 

It is nu ]}art of the business of a teller of tales like myself 
to give in this volume a.prdeis of the historical incidents of 
1572, but as I have mentioned St. Bartholomew I cannot 
n.-hain from setting forth certain thoughts that have occurred 
Id me as I read this bloody page of our history. Have the 
causes which brought about the massacre been well under- 
stond ? Was it long premeditated, or was it not rather the 
result uf a sudtlen resolve, even of a chance ? No historian 
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before the 24th of August, he broke out into threats against 
the Protestants, it Is a proof that he had long been medi- 
tating their destruction ; if he paid attentions to them, it is 
a proof that he was dissembHng. I will quote a single story 
only, one repeated in all the books, and one which shows 
with what levity the most improbable rumours are admitted. 
About a year before St. Bartholomew's Day, it is said, 
a plan of massacre had been already arranged ; it was this. 
There was to be built on the Pr^-aux-Clercs a wooden tower; 
the Duke of Guise, with a body of Catholic gentry and 
soldiery, was to be posted therein, and the Admiral with his 
Protestants was to have made a sham attack, as if to give 
the King a siege in s|>ectacle. As soon as this kind of tour- 
nament had begun, the Catholics were, at a signal, to load 
their pieces and kill their surprised enemies before they 
could possibly stand on their guard. To improve the story, 
it isadded that afavouriteofCharlesIX., named Lignerolles, 
foolishly revealed the plot by saying to the King, who was 
using harsh language about the Protestant lords, " Ah ! Sire, 
wait a little longer; we have a fort which will avenge us ol 
all the heretics " {observe, if you please, that not a stick 
of this fort was yet in position) ; whereupon the King took 
care to have the blabber assassinated. The plan, they say. 
was devised by the Chancellor Birague, in whose mouth, 
however, a saying is put which points to quite different pro- 
jects — the saying, that in order to deliver the King from 
his enemies he wanted only a few cooks. This last method 
was much more practical than the other, which is so wild as 
to be nearly impossible. How, indeed, could the suspi- 
cions of the Protestants fail to be aroused by the prepara- 
tions for this mimic war, where the two parties, open 
enemies just before, were to be set at one another's throats ? 
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while it was but an awkward way of making the Huguenots 
an easy prey to brigade them together and put arms in 
their hands. Clearly, if the idea was to exterminate them 
then, it would have been much better to attack them in 
detail and disarmed. 

But for my part I have a strong conviction that the 
massacre was not premeditated, and 1 cannot conceive how 
the opposite opinion has been adopted by authors who at the 
same time rnting Catherine as a very wicked 

woman n^ > as possessing one of the most 

statesman!. lentury. Let us put morals aside 

for a momi le the supposed design from the 

jwint of vii y. Now, I hold that it was not 

expedient fi id, moreover, that it was so bung- 

lingly carrii ssitate the supposition that those 

who devisee -X reckless of mankind. Let any- 

one ask himseu wiivnier ine King's authority had to gain or 
Inse by this execution, and whether it was the King's interest 
to permit it. France was divided into three great parties : 
that of the Protestants, of which, since the death of Cond^.the 
Admiral was the head ; that of the King (the weakest), and 
that of the Guises and the ultra-royalists of the day. It is 
clear thai the King, to whom the Guises and the Protestants 
were equally objects of fear, was bound to seek to uphold 
his own authority by keeping these two parties at logger- 
lieads. To crush one was to put himself at the mercy of the 
other. Besides, the see-saw plan was already well known. 
Luuis XI, had said, "Divide in order to reign." 

And now let us see whether Charles IX. was pious; for 
excessive uietv miL'ht have surirested to him steos contrary 
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time by no means a fanatic. Besides, his mother, who 
governed him, would never have hesitated to sacrifice her 
religious scruples, if she had any, to her love of power.' 

But let us suppose that Charles, or his mother, or if any- 
one prefers it. his government, had in the teeth of all the 
principles of statecraft resolved to destroy the Protestants of 
France. In that case, when the resolve was once formed, it 
is probable that they would have given mature consideration 
to the means most proper for assuring success. Now one 
thing suggests itself at once, as essential to safety, to 
wit, that the massacre should take place in all the towns 
of the kingdom at the same time, so that the reformers, 
everywhere attacked by superior forces.*^ might be ever>'- 
where unable to defend themselves. A single day would 
have been enough for their destruction ; and it was thus 
that Ahasuerus planned the massacre of the Jews. Vet 
we read that the first royal orders for massacring the Pro- 
testants are dated August 28th. that is to say. four days after 
St. Bartholomew, and when the news of that great butchery- 
must have got the start of the royal despatches and have 
alarmed all those of " the religion." 

Again, it would have been especially necessary to scire 
the strongholds of the Protestants ; for while they retained 

' A saying of Charles IX. has been quoted, as an instance of profound 
dissimulation, which seems to me to be, on the conlrirj-, only the coarse 
sally of a man quite indifferent to religion. The Pope made a difficulty of 
giving the nece>isaTy dispensation for the marriage of Marguerite de Valois, 
siHier of Charles IX, with Henri IV , who was [hen a Protestant. " If the 
Holy Father refuses," said the King, "1 will tuck sister Margoton under 
my arm and take her to he married in full meeting -house." 

' The population of Frani:e was about twenty million sou's. It was cal- 
culated that at the time of the second civil war the Protestants were not more 
than a million and a half strong ; liut they were proixirtionally stronger in 
wealth, warriors, and generals. 
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control of these the royal authority was not assured. Thus, 
supposing a regular plot on the part of the Catholics to have 
existed, it is clear that one of the most important steps 
would have been to seize Rochelle by the 24th of August, 
and to have an army simultaneously on foot in the south of 
France to prevent any combined rising of the reformers.' 

Nothing of this sort was done; and 1 cannot admit that the 
sar ...V. ice to conceive a crime the results 

of :h J momentous, and tr execute it so 

ill. So hi neasures taken, that a few months 

after St. e war broke out afresh, a war 

wherein th' i all the credit, and from which 

they even i d solid advantage. 

Lastly, d mpt to assassinate Coligny, which 

was made s St. Bartholomew, put the final 

touch to til the supposed general scheme ? 

Why kill the v....^i unu/e me genera! massacre ? Was itnot 
the very way to scare the Huguenots, and to force them to 
stand on their guard ? 

I know that some authors attribute this attack on the 
Admiral's person to Guise alone ; but, not to mention that 
public opinion accused the King of the deed,* and that the 
would-be assassin received a formal royal recompense, I 
should draw from the very fact of the outrage an argument 
against the plot. Had it really existed, the Duke of Guise 
must have had a hand in it ; and, if so, why not delay his 
private vengeance for a couple of days, so as to make its 
success certain ? Why risk the failure of the whole enter- 
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prise in the sole hope of hastening his enemy's death by 
forty-eight hours ? 

Thus all evidence seems to me to show that this great 
massacre was not the result of a conspiracy on the part of 
the King against a section of his people. The massacre of 
St. Bartholomew appears to me the result of a popular 
rising which could not be foreseen, and which was in fact 
improvised ; and 1 shall now, in all humility, give my own 
explanation of the riddle, 

Coligny had thrice negotiated with his sovereign on equal 
terms, and that was reason enough why the King should hate 
him. After the death of Jeanne D'Albret, the two young 
princes (the King of Navarre and the Prince of Conde) 
being too young to exercise any influence, Coligny was, in 
truth and in fact, the only chief of the reformed party. 
When he was out of the way the two princes, in their 
enemy's camp, and quasi-prisoners there, were at the King's 
mercy. Thus the death of Coligny, and of Coligny only, 
was important for assuring the authority of Charles, who 
had perhaps not forgotten the saying of the Duke of 
Alva, " A salmon's head is worth more than ten thousand 
frogs." 

But if the King could get rid at once of the Admiral and 
of Guise, he would clearly become absolute master. The 
course therefore that he ought to have taken was this : to 
get the Admiral assassinated, or, if anyone prefers it. to 
suggest the assassination to the Duke of Guise, and then to 
have Guise himself prosecuted as a murderer, making pro- 
clamation that the Duke was abandoned to the vengeance of 
the Huguenots. It is known that Guise, whether guilty or 
not of Maurevel's attempt, quitted Paris in a hurrj', and thai 
the reformers, with the apparent sanction of the King, set no 



AUTHORS PREFACE. 

bounds to their threats against the princes of the House of 
Lorraine. 

Now at this time the populace of Paris was terribly 
fanatical. The citizens, in their trained bands, formed a 
kind of national guard, ready to take arms at the first sound 
,jf .1,= ..,.-.-;r, TV,.. i-i„^,»j,ots, who had twice besieged the 
tow is the Duke of Guise, for his own 

me: s tti. iiory, was beloved. The kind of 

favour \vl ;, at the moment of the marriage 

of the Ki jrince of their faith, enjoyed at 

Court redo. irrogance and the hatred of their 

enemies, i was but need of a chief to put 

himself at i ie fanatics, and cry " Strike ! " to 

make them )ats of their heretical countrymen. 

The Duke, from Court, threatened by the 

King and I ts, had perforce to seek support 

from the pcopic, ne gamers the train-band chiefs, talks to 
them of a plot of the heretics, bids them exterminate the 
plotters before their plot is ripe, and then, and then only, the 
massacre is meditated. As a few hours only passed between 
plan and execution, the mystery which surrounded the con- 
spiracy and the keeping of the secret by so large a number 
of men is easily explained — a matter which otherwise seems 
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people's thirst is not slaked with a little blood. More than 
sixty thousand victims were called for, and the King was 
obliged to swim with the resistless stream. He revoked his 
orders of mercy, and soon gave fresh ones for extending 
assassination all over France. 

Such is my opinion about the massacre of St. Bartholo- 
mew : and in setting it forth I shall say with Lord Byron : 

" I only say, supjiose this sii])posilion." 

Di-njuaii. cant. i. slan. 85. 




^--y 



^iii- 




OT far from Ktampes, 
oil the Parisroad, there 
to be seen a 
krge square building 
with pointed windows 
roughly sculptured. 
Above the gate is a 
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niche where was onc<; a stone Image of Our Lady, but in 
the Revolution tliis shared the fate of many saints of both 
sexes, and was solemnly demolished by the president of the 
revolutionary club of Larcy. They have since put in its 
place another Virg-in, which is no doubt only piaster, but 
which, with a scrap or two of silk and some glass beads, I 
plays the part fairly well, and gives an almost venerable ' 
air to \_ia. ■el. 

More tl ago, to wit, in 1572, the function 1 

of this bi w, to receive thirsty travellers : 

but at. thai irance was altogether different. 

The walls v h inscriptions bearing witness to 

the varying ivil war. By the side of " Long 

Live the Pri '" Long Live the Duke of Guise 

^Death to ! " A little further a soldier had 

drawn with ws and its burden, adding below, 

for fear of mistaKes, tlie inscription, " Gas[)ard de ChStillon." 
Yet it would appear that the Protestants had later had the 
upper hand in these quarters, for the name of their chief had 
been struck out and replaced by that of Guise. Other 
legends, half rubbed out, difficult to read, and still more 
difficult to translate decorously, showed that the King and 
his mother had met with no more respect than these par- 
tisan chiefs. But the poor Madonna herself seemed to have 
had most to suffer from political and religious frenzy. The 
statue, chipped by bullets in twenty places, proved the zeal 
of the Huguenot soldiery in defacing what they were 
pleased to call heathen images. While the pious Catholic 
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had brought down the Beast of the Revelations and abolished 
idolatry. 

For some months past there had been peace between the 
rival sects ; but the lips and not the heart had sworn it. 
The hatred of the factions was maintained in alt its implaca- 
bility. Everywhere there was a reminder that war had 
hardly ceased, and a promise that peace would be of no long 
duration. The Lion d'Or was full of soldiers. They were 
easily known, by their foreign accent and outlandish costume, 
for those German troopers known as Reiters,' who were in 
the habit of offering their services to the Protestant party, 
especially when the Protestant party was in case to pay 
them well. If skill in horsemanship and dexterity in using 
firearms made these strangers formidable on the day of 
battle, they were on the other hand renowned, and perhaps 
with still more justice, as accomplished plunderers, and for 
their ruthlessness in the hour of victory. The squadron 
which had taken up its quarters in the inn numbered fifty 
horsemen, who had left Paris the night before, and were on 
their way to join the garrison of Orleans. 

While some of them groomed their horses fastened to the 
wall, others made up the fire, turned the spits, and generally 
attended to the cooking. The unfortunate innkeeper, cap 
in hand and tears in eye, gazed on the racket which was going 
on in his kitchen. He saw the poultry yard emptied, the 
cellar under contribution, bottles broken short of!" at the neck 
to save the trouble of drawing the cork, and, worst of all, he 
knew that, for all the King's strict ordinances as to discipline 
in the army, there was not the slightest comi>ensation to 
expect from those who were treating him as if they were in 
a conquered country. It was an established principle in 

' By corruiition from ihe German rtiiltr, 'hoiseman.' [In French rei/re.] 
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these unlucky times that, in peace or in war, armed men did 
what was right in their own eyes wherever they found them- 
selves. 

Before a table of oak, blackened by grease and smoke, 
sat the captain of the Keiters. 
He was a tall and stout man of 
about fifty, with a hooked nose 
and 3 high colour. His scanty 
and grizzled hair scarcely covered 
;i huge scar which began at the 
left ear and lost itself in a thick 
moustache. He had taken off his 
helm and his cuirass, and wore 
only a jerkin of Hungarian leather, 
stained by the friction of his 
armour, and carefully patched in 
divers places. His sabre and 
his pistols lay on a 

t'fi ^T'- ^^ a .^si bench within reach ; but 
■t \^ TteJ^ he kept his large dagger, 

; ^t^iifc, -■*•'" a weapon which no pru- 
\Vtff dent man then discarded 

^%. l^C till he went to bed. At his 

left sat a young man, bright- 
complcxioned. tall, and well-made 
enoiiijh. H is doublet was em- 
broitlered, and the whole of his 
drrss was more careful than the captain's. He was, 
in)\VL;\(.T, only a coriK-t. 

Two Ljirls of some twenty or twenty-five years kept them 
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shabbiness and luxury. One was dressed in a kind of bodice 
of damask brocaded with gold, but this bodice was tarnished, 
and completed only by a skirt of plain cloth. The other 
had a gown of violet velvet, and a man's hat of grey felt 
adorned with a cock's feather. Both were pretty ; but their 
bold glances and free talk showed the results of their 
association with soldiers. The functions which they left 
Germany to discharge were a little uncertain. Velvet-gown 
was a gipsy : she could tell fortunes with cards and play the 
mandolin. The other had some knowledge of le(.-ch- craft, 
and api>eared to be high in the cornet's good graces. The 
quartet, each with a large bottle and a glass before him or 
her. chatted and drank together while waiting for their 
dinner. 

The conversation, as was natural between very hungry 
people, was not lively at the moment that a young man of 
lofty stature and dressed with some elegance halted his 
good chestnut horse before the inn door. The trumpeter of 
the Reiters rose from a bench where he sat, and coming 
towards the stranger took his bridle. The stranger was 
about to thank him for his supposed courtesy, but he was 
soon undeceived The trumpeter opened the horse's mouth, 
examined his teeth like an expert, and then, stepping back 
and surveying the noble animal's legs and croup, shook his 
head with an air of satisfaction. " You have a good horse 
between your legs, sir," he said in his jargon, and added in 
German certain words which made his comrades laugh as 
he returned and took his seat among them. 

This cool examination did not please the traveller ; but 
he contented himself with a contemptuous glance at the 
trumpeter, and dismounted without the aid of anyone. 
The host, however, who was just stepping out, took the 
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bridle from his iiands respectfully, and whispered suffi- 
ciently low for the Reiters not to hear, " God be your 
speed, young sir, but you come at an evil chance; for the 
company of these heretics (may St. Christopher wring , 
their necks 1) is not agreeable to good Christians like you 
and me." 

The young man smiled bitterly. "Are these gentlemen," i 
said hi.', " Protes 

" Yes, and Re 
confound them ! 
have broken hah 
dcrcrs, like that r 
Chatillon." 

" For a greybea 
not prudent. If ' 
Protestant, he mig^ ,.. 



loth the host. " Our Lady 
here but an hour, and they 
rhey are all pitiless plun- 
il, their 6ne chief, M. de 

the young man, " you are 
to whom yon spoke were a 
)roken head for an answer." 



And be slashed his white leather boot with his horsewhip 
as he spoke. 

" H ow ? what .'' You a H uguenot — a Protestant, I mean ! " 
crictl the astounded host. He stepped back and stared 
at the stranger from head to foot, as if to discover in his 
dress some symptom of his religion. This scrutiny and the 
opun laughing countenance of the young man reassured him 
a little, and he began again in a lower tone, "A Protestant 
with a green velvet coat! A Huguenot with a Spanish 
rnlf! Impossible, my good young lord. Heretics go not 
Ml brave. St. Mary! a velvet doublet is too fine for the 
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keep your loiij^uc in onlLT. Come, take my horse to 
the stable, and see that he lacks iiauyht." 

The innkeeper hung his hcatl 
sadly, and led the horse under 
a kind of shed, muttering 
a thousand curses against 
heretics, German and French 
alike; and had not the young j. " 
man followed him to see how 
his horse war. 




treated, the 

poor beast would 

no doubt have been 

docked of his supi>er as a 

misbeliever. 

The stranger next entered 
the kitchen and greeted the persons there assembled, lifting 
gracefully the flap of his large hat, which was crowned 
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•vMr. 3. bl^ck anJ \ici>o« fiiymc Tbe capCaia returned hi 
salutt. and boch loalccd « cadi fxfaer lor some time without 

speaking, 

" CapCaio." sajd the J'ovh^ strainer at last, " I am a Pm- 
tesi:ELnt gmUeman. and irjoice to msct some of my brechreq ; 
in rtligion. If you fJease. we will sap blether." 

The captain. favooiaUy ioipccssed already b>' the distin- 
guished mien ai s of the stranger, answered 
that he was- muc :\ad forthwith Mademoiselle 
Mila the ^psy g e have spoken, made room 
lor the strang^cir o, beside her; and being of a 
\"cn." obliging disp- fiim her own glass, which the 
captain pri»mptly 1 

■■ My name is amsidn." said he, as he 

clinked ijlasses will man. " Vou have doubtless 

heard of Captain en ornstein. 'Twas I led the 

lorlom hope at the ba:ile of Dreux. and at .\rnay-le-Uiic 

Vr.v stranger understood this indirect way of asking him 
hi> .i\\[i iiarno, and answered, " I am sorrj', captain, that I 
iMiiiiot give vou a name as famous as your own — as famous, 
lii.u is to say. k-n my own account, for my father's has made 
iiiii-.c enough in our civil wars. Men call me Bernard de 



n 



M, 



\on lull tile name to liie right ears," cried the captain, 
iil; his gl.iss lo the brim. " 1 knew your father, M. Ber- 
il lie MerL;y. 1 liave known him since the first civil 
' a-, one knows an intimate friend. His health. Master 
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The host, who took this for a signal of massacre, fell on his 
knees; and Bernard himself was a little surprised at the 
exceptional honour. But he thought it his duty not to be 
behind this German politeness, and gave the captain's 
health. The bottles, already stoutly attacked before his 
arrival, could not hold out at this fresh toast. 

" Get up, hypocrite," said the captain, turning to the still 
kneeling host; "get up, and fetch us wine. See you not 
that the bottles are empty ?" And the cornet, to prove the 
fact, threw one of them at the head of the host, who ran to 
the cellar. 

" 'Tis an insolent rascal," said Mergy ; " but yuu might 
have done him more harm than you meant if that bottle had 
gone straight." 

"Bah!" said the cornet with a loud laugh; and Mila 
added, " A Papist's head, though it be emptier than that 
bottle, is also harder;" whereat the cornet laughed yet louder, 
and was imitated by all the company, even by Mei^-, 
whose smile, however, was rather for the gipsy's pretty 
mouth than for her cruel jest. They brought the wine, 
the supper followed, and after a moment's silence the captain 
began again with his mouth full : 

"I should think I did know M. de Merg)-. He was 
colonel of infantry when the prince made his first attempt. 
We had the same quarters for two months running at the 
first siege of Orleans. And how is he now ?" 

" Well enough, thank God, seeing his great age. He has 
talked to me often enough of the Reiters and the gallant 
charges they made at Ureux." 

" I knew his elder son, too, your brother. Captain George. 
1 mean before " 

Mergy seemed embarrassed, but the captain went on — 
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" He was as brave as steel, but hotheaded enough, plagiie 
on it ! I am sorry for your father ; the apostasy must have 
jrrieved him much," 

Mergy bhished up to his eyes, and stammered some 
words of excuse for his brother ; but it was clear that he 
judged him even mare severely than the captain of Reiters. 

.. A u I — — _,j " ggjj ji^g captain ; " let us drop 

s for the religion and a gain for 
js him much honour." 

said Mergy, seeking to change 
e Admiral arrived? You have 
goes it with him ?" 
vith the Court from Blois as we 
::11, fresh, and lively ; and is good 
lionest man. His Majesty pays 
It the Papists are bursting with 



the L-j^. 
the is.ing, 

" You I 
the convei. 
doubtless s( 

"He was 
left. He is 
for twenty 
him so mu 
envy." 

■• Really ? 
to his merit," 

"Look you. I saw the King yesterday on the Louvre 
staircase clasping the Admiral's hand. M. de Guise, who 
came behind, looked like a whipped hound. And what do 
you think I thought.'' It looked to me like the man who 
shows off the lion at a fair. He makes him give paw likea 
dog ; but though Jack Lion-tamer keeps a brave face on it, 
he never forgets the claws of the paw he holds. Yes, by 



But the King can never do him honour equal 
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" I would rather have him for lover ihan a young Papist," 
retorted Mademoiselle Triidchen, the cornet's friend. 

" He is a pillar of the faith." (]uoth Merj,'y. not wishing to 
be behindhand in praise. 

" Yes, but he is deviHshly strict on the point of disci- 
pline," said the captain with a shake of the head. The 
cornet winked meaniny;ly, and his fat face crumpled itself up 
in a grimace which he meant fur a smile. 

" I did not expect," said Mergy. " to hear an old soldier 
like you, captain, blame the Admiral for keeping strict disci- 
pline in his army." 

"Oh, yes, of course we must have discipline; but still 
soldiers ought to have credit for all the sufl'erings they go 
through, and not be forbidden to enjoy themselves when 
fortune gives them the chance. But bah \ every man has 
his faults, and though he did hang me, let us drink the 
Admiral's health," 

" The Admiral hanged you!" cried Mergy. " You seem 
to be in very gootl case for a hanged man " 

" Yes, sacrament ! He hanged me, but I bear no malice, 
so here's to him." 

Before Mergy could repeat his question the captain 
filled all the glasses, took off his hat. and made his troopers 
give a "Hip! hip! hurrah!" The glasses empty and the 
noise quieted, Mergy began again : 

'■ Why did they hang you, captain ?" 

" For a mere trifle ; a miserable convent in Saintonge 
that was sacked, and then burnt by accident." 

" But the monks had not all got out of it," interrupted the 
cornet, roaring with laughter at his own wit. 

" Well, what does it matter whether such rascals burn a 
little sooner or a little later,^ ^'et the Admiral, would you 
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believe it, M. de Mergy, but the Admiral got seriously angry, 
had me arrested, and the provost-marshal marked me for 
his own in the most unceremonious manner. Then all 
the gentlemen and noblemen of his following, even M. de 
Lanoue, who, as all men know, has no bowels for the poor 
soldier (* the knot | la noue] ties and does not untie/ as they 
say), all the captains, in short, begged for my pardon, but he 
gave them a flat refusal. Ventre de loup ! what a rage he 
was in ! He chewed his toothpick with fury ; and you know 
the proverb, * God keep us from M. de Montmorency's 
prayers and the Admiral's toothpick.' * God pardon me,' 
quoth he, * we must kill Madam Plunder when she is a little 
ijirl ; if we let her grow a great lady she will kill us.' So 
there comes me the minister, book under arm, and they take 
the pair of us beneath a certain oak tree. I can see it now, 
with a branch sticking out that seemed to have grown on 
purpose. They put the cord round my neck — and when I 
think of that cord my throat grows dry as tinder." 

''Wet it then," quoth Mila, and she filled him a bumper. 
1 Ic drained it at a gulp, and went on : 

" I set my life just at an acorn's fee, and no more, 
when it occurred to me to say to the Admiral, * Eh, Mon- 
sei^neur. is this the way you hang a man who led the forlorn 
hojje at I.)reux?' He spat out his toothpick and took 
another, which I said to myself was a good sign. Then he 
called Captain Cormier, and whis[)ered in his ear : then he 
said to the provost, 'Come, up with the fellow!' and turned 
on his hc<l. They ran mc! u[), sure enough ; but Cormier, 
like a L^'ood fellow, drew sword and slashed the rope, so that 
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a little disturbed at finding himself in company with a man 
who had earned the gallows. In these unlucky times, how- 
ever, crime was so common that it was impossible to judge 
it as one would do nowadays. Party atrocities justifieil 
reprisal, and religious hatred almost smothered all national 
sentiment. Besides, to tell the truth, the secret provocations 
of Mademoiselle Mila, whom he began to think very pretty 
indeed, and the fumes of the wine, which had more power 
over his young head than over the seasoned brains of the 
Reiters, joined in making him feel unusually indulgent 
towards his companions. 

** I kept the captain hidden in a tilted cart for a week," 
said Mila, **and only let him out at night-time.'* 

" And I," said Trudchen, ** I brought him food and drink. 
He is there to say so.*' 

** The Admiral pretended to be very wroth with Cormier, 
but all that was only a game arranged between them. As 
for me, I followed the army long, not daring to show myself 
to him, till, at the siege of Longnac, he spied me in the 
trenches, and siiid, * Dietrich, my friend, as you have not 
been hanged, go and get shot,* and he pointed to the breach. 
I knew what he meant well enough, went stoutly to the 
assault, and met him next day in the street with my hat in 
my hand and a bullet-hole through my hat. * Monseigneur,* 
said I, 'shooting has the same effect on me as hanging.* So 
he smiled and gave me his purse, siiying, * There is a new 
hat for you.* Since which time we have always been good 
friends. Ah, what a sack that was at the said town of 
Longnac ! My mouth waters at the mere thought of it.*' 

"Such silk dresses!** cried Mila. 

**Such plenty of lovely linen !" cried Trudchen. 

'*\Vhat a time we had with the nuns of the great 
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coi :ntl" saitl the cornet. "Two hundred horse-arque- 
bu; rs quartered on a hundred nuns!" 

" lore than twenty of them abjured Popery," said Mila, 
" th / found the Huguenots so much to their taste." 

'■ Twas there, too," cried the captain, "that 'twas pretty 
to e our argonlds^ watering their horses with priests' 
cha: bles on their backs, our horses eating their oats off the 
altai, .iiiiL the priests' good wine in their 

silver cha 

He tun For drink, and caught the host 

clasping hi. ; his eyes to heaven with an 

expression i -ror. 

" Idiot!" Jictricli Hornstein, shrugging 

his shouldei in be such a fool as to believe 

all the non priests talk ? Why, M. de 

Mergy, at I ed one of the Duke of Anjou's 

gentlemen wim a pisioi-stiot, and when I pulled off his 
doublet, what do you think I found on his breast ? — a 
great piece of silk embroidered all over with saints' 
names ; he thought it would keep off the balls. By Jove ! 
I taught him that a Protestant bullet will go through any 
scapulary," 

" Yes, through scapularies," said the cornet ; " but in my 
country they sell parchments which really keep you from 
shot and sword." 

■■ I would rather have a good steel cuirass, well hammered, 
like those that Jacob Leschot makes in the Netherlands," 
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jjenilcman hit by an arqii»;buss ball right in the centre of the 
chest; he knew the receipt of ball-proof ointment, and had 
rubbed himself under his buff coal with it; well, there was 
not even the red and black mark nf a bruise to be seen on 
him " 

"And do not you think that the 
buff coat you speak of was 
enough to turn the shot by 
itself?" 

"Ah, you be- 
lieve in nothing 
youFrenchmen. 
liut what would 
you say if you 
had seen, as I 
have, a Silesian 
gendarme put 
his hand on the 
table and the 
whole company 
trj- in vain to 
make a wound 
in it with the 
full force of their 

daggers ? You laugh. \'ou 
think it impossible. Ask Mila, 
then. You see that young 
woman ? She comes from a country where wizards are as 
common as monks here. She is the girl to tell you horrible 
stories of them, ,Sometimes in the long autumn evenings, 
round the camp-fire in the open air, she makes my hair 
stand on end with her legends." 




*8 - CHROXKLES OF CHARLES IX. 

" I shoiikl be charmed tohfcarone," said Mcrgy. " Do- me 
that pleasure, fair Mila." 

■' Yes, Mila," added the captain, " tell us a story while we 
finish these bottles." 

"Listen then," said Mila; "and you, young sir, who believe 
in nothing, will be good enough, if you please, to keep your 
doubts to yourself." 

"How can you say that I believe in nothing?" said 
Merj^y in ith, I believe you have bewitched 

me alreat over-ears In love with you." ' 

Mila pu back, for his lips nearly touched 

her cheek ; clng slyly right and left to see 

that all wei thus began ; 

" Captain have been at Hameh'n ? " I 

"Never." n 

" Nor yo 

"Nor I." 

" What ! can 1 find no one who has hern at Hamelin ? " 

" I spent a year there," said a trooper, coming forward. 

" Well, Fritz, you saw the church ? " 

" Hundreds of times." 

" And its stained-glass windows ? 

" Certainly." 

" And what did you see painted there V 

" On the windows ? To the left, I think, there is a tall 
black man who plays the flute, and little children running 
after him." 

" Just so. Well, 1 am going to tell you the story of that 
black man and those children. 

" Many years ago the people of Hamelin were tormented 



THE RE/TEHS. 29 

them, and that a carter would not have dared to drive his 
horses across a road where the beasts were passing. Every- 
thing was devoured in a moment ; and it took less time for 
the rats to eat a barrel of corn in a barn than it takes me to 
drink a glass of this good wine." 

She drank, wiped her mouth, and went on. 

" Mouse-traps, rat-traps, snares, poison, all were useless. 
They brought a boat-load of eleven hundred cats from 
Bremen, but it did no good at all. For each thousand rats 
killed ten thousand appeared, hungrier than the first. In 
short, if the plague had not been stayed, not a grain of corn 
would have remained in Hamelin town, and all the dwellers 
therein must have died of hunger. 

" Now on a- certain Friday there came before the burgo- 
master a tall man. swarthy and parched of aspect, with large 
eyes, and a mouth from ear to ear. He was dressed in a red 
jerkin, a pointed hat, wide breeches trimmed with ribbons, 
grey stockings, and shoes with flame-coloured rosettes. 
He had a Httle leather wallet slung at his side. 1 think I 
see him now." 

All eyes turned involuntarily to the wall at which Mila 
was staring. 

" You saw him then ?" asked Mergy. 

"No. not 1, 'twas my grandmother, and she remem- 
bered him so well that she could have drawn his |)ortrait." 

" And what said he to the burgomaster?" 

" He offered, for a fee of a hundred ducats, to deliver the 
city from its scourge; and, as you maj' think, the burgomaster 
and the citizens said ' Done ' at once. Forthwith the stranger 
drew from his wallet a flute of bronze, and taking up his 
station in the market-place in front of the church (but with 
his back to it, mind), he began to play an air so strange that 
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no lermaii flute-player has ever played the like. And as i 
tl: heard this air, there flocked around him from garret 
ai.v rat-hole, from rafter and tile, rats and mice by hundreds 
an thousands. And the stranger, piping still, bent his way 
to e river VVeser, and there, stripping off his hose, he went I 
ini the water followed by all the rats of Hamelin. who were | 
drc ned strai^'htwav. But one remained in all the city, and i| 
you i,iiai, 'he magician (for such he was) 

asked a 1; not yet got into the water why j 

Klaus, th Lit come. 'My lord," said the 1 

rat, Mic is . lOt walk.' 'Go and fetch hitn 

yourself,' s and the rat turned tail, and 

went to iht came back quickly with a great 

old, old, wi lat he could not drag himself 

along ; ;md s young one dragging the old 

by tliu tail. the Weser, and were drowned , 

like their fellows. /Anu so tnetown was cleared. But when 
the stranger appeared at the town-hall to draw the promised 
recompense, the burgomaster and the citizens, remembering 
that they had nothing more to fear from the rats, and think- 
ing that they could make short work of a friendless man, were 
not ashamed to offer him ten ducats instead of the hundred 
that they had promised. The strangerprotested ; they gave 
him a flat refusal. He threatened them that he would 
exact a far higher price if they did not carry out their 
bargain. The citizens burst out laughing at the threat, and 
showed him the door, calling liim a ' fine rat-catcher,' which 
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and as soon as he had Ijegun to play all the boys of the city 
from six years old to fifteen followed him out of the town 
precincts." 

" And did the men of Hamclin let them be carried off 
quietly ?" asked Mergy and the captain together, 

"They followed them to Koppenberg Hill, close to a 
cavern which is now stopped up. 
The flute-player entered the cave 
and all the children with him, I'or 
a time they heard the sound ol the 
flute : little by little it died ; 
then they heard nothing. 
The children had vanished, 
and never after- ,......„. 

wards was aught , 
heard of them," 

The gipsy stop- 
ped to watch the 
effect of her story 
on the countenances of 
her hearers ; but the 
Reitcr who had been at 
Hamelin took up her words and 
said, ■' The story is so true, that when they speak at Hamelin 
of anj-thing out of the way. they say, 'That happened ten 
or twenty years after our children departed ; ' for instance, 
■ The lord of Falkenstein sacked the town sixty years after 
our children departed.' " 

■' But the strangest thing of all." said M ila, " is that at the 
very same time there appeared, far off in Transylvania, cer- 
tain children who spoke good German, and who could not tell 
from whence ihey came. They married in the country, and 
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taught their tongue to their own oflspring, whence it comes 
that, at this day. men speak German in Transylvania." 

" And those were the Hamelin children, transported 
thither by the devil ? " said Mergy, smiling. 

" By heaven 'tis true." said the captain, ■■ for I have been 
in Transylvania myself, and I know that they talk German 
while all round men jabber an infernal jargon." And, indeed, 
there is plenty of evidence produced every day which is not ', 
a wnn bet tin's. 

" Shall rtune ?" said Mila to Mergy. 

" By all . , putting his left arm round the 

gipsy's waisi out his right palm, 

Mila look ly five minutes without speaking, 

but shaking ind then with a thoughtful air. 

" Wull, pi I win the woman 1 love ? " 

Mila tapf Here is luck and ill luck," quoth 

she ; " blue eyes unng narm and good. The worst of it is, 
you will shed your own blood." 

The Laptaiii and the cornut both held their tongues, seem- 
ing to be equally struck with the sinister ending of the 
prophecy ; and the host crossed himself vigorously in the 
corner. 

" I will believe you are really a witch," said Mergy, " if you 
can teli me what 1 am going to do directly?" 

" You are going to kiss me," whispered the gipsy in his 
e;ir. 

"She is a witch," cried iMergy, kissing her. And he 
continued to talk low to the fair fortune-teller, while they 
seemed to get on better and better together each moment. 

Trudclien took up a kind of mandolin, reasonably well 
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she sang in her own tongue a war song which the Rciters 
chorussed at the top of their voices. But the captain, not 
to be outdone, began to sing too. at a pitch loud enough to 
brealc the glasses, an old Huguenot song, of which the tune 
was as barbarous as the words : 

" Cond(? he is dead, 
But the Admiral's at our head, 
And la Rochefoucauld so stout, 
To drive the Papists out — 

Out, out, out."' 

Whereat all the Reiters. heated with wine, began to sing 
each a different air. The dishes and the bottles covered 
the floor in fragments ; the kitchen echoed with oaths, 
shouts of laughter, and drinking songs. But soon sleep, 
helped by the Orleans wine, made his power felt by 
most of the actors in this scene of riot. The soldiers 
stretched themselves on the benches ; the cornet, after 
posting two sentinels at the door, staggered to bed ; the 
captain, who still preserved a respect for straight Hops, 
climbed, withnut a lurch, the staircase leading to the host's 
chamber, which he had chosen as the best in the inn. 

But what had become of Mergy and the gipsy i* Before 
the captain began to sing they had disappeared together. 

' [Literally, " The Prince of Condu, He has been killed ; Bui M. TAmiral 
Is siill on liorseback, Wilh La Rochefoucauld, To hunt all the jiapists, 
Papists, papists, papists ! "] —Tntntlaler's nDle. 




CHAPTER H 



TIIK MORROW OF A REVKr. 



DAY had long dawned when Mergy wokt, his head 
still something flustered with the memories of the 
night before. His clothes lay scattered about the chamber, 
and his portmanteau was open on the floor. Silting up in 
bed, he gazed for some time at this scene of confusion, 
rubbing his head as if to get his ideas into order. His 
countenance expressed at once weariness, astonishment, and 
anxiety. 

Meanwhile, a heavy step was heard on the stone stair 
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that led to the room. The door was opened without the 
formality of a knock, and the host entered with an air even 
sulkier than that of yesterday ; but now his looks plainly 
showed a touch of insolence which had taken the place of 
fear. He glanced round the room, and crossed himself as if 
horrified at such disorder. 

*' Ah ! my young sir,*' he said, ** still abed ? Come, get up, 
for there are accounts to settle between us." 

Mergy, with an appalling yawn, put one leg out of bed. 
*' What is all this muddle } Why is my portmanteau open ?'* 
he asked in a tone at least as ill-tempered as the hosts. 

*' Why ? Why ? " answered he. ** How do I know ? 
What do I care for your portmanteau ? You have put my 
liouse in far worse plight. But by my blessed patron Saint 
Eustace you shall pay me for it.*' 

As he spoke, Mergy drew on his scarlet breeches, and in 
the motion his pocket gaped, and his purse fell out. The 
sound must have been different from that which he expected, 
tor he picked it up at once anxiously and opened it. 

" I have been robbed ! " he cried, turning to the host. For 
instead of twenty gold crowns which his purse had held, 
there were but two. Hut Master Eustace shrugged his 
shoulders and smiled contemptuously. 

" I have been robbed !" repeated Mergy, hastily buckling 
his belt. " 1 had twenty gold crowns in this purse, and I 
insist on having them back. 'Twas in your house they were 
taken from me." 

" \\\ m\ beard I am glad of it," cried the host insolently ; 
'* that will teach vou to forei^ather with witches and thieves. 
Hut," added he in a lower tone, "like draws to like. All 
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" What do you say, scoundrel ? " cried Mergy, all the more 
angry that he felt the justice of the reproach, and, as a man 
usually does when he is in the wrong, caught eagerly at a 
cause of quarrel. 

" I say." said the host, with arms akimbo and uplifted 
voice, — "I say that you have broken everything in my 
house, and I insist that you shall pay me to the last penny." 

'• I will pay my score, and not a farthing over. Where is 
Captain Corn— Captain Hornstein?" 

"Two hundred bottles." cried Master Eustace, still rais- 
ing his voice, — " two hundred bottles of my good old wine 
have been drunk. But you are answerable for them." 

Mergy was now completely dressed, 

" Where is the captain ? " he cried in a voice of thunder. 

" He has been gone more than two hours ; and may he 
go to the devil with all the other Huguenots — till we can 
find time to burn them." 

A sound box on the ear was the only answer that occurred 
to Mergy ; and the suddenness and force of the blow made 
the host fall back two steps. His grasp sought the horn 
handle of a great knife which protruded from his breeches 
pocket, and had he yielded to this first motion of wrath, 
some serious mischief would no doubt have happened. But 
prudence arrested anger, and made him notice that Mergy 
was stretching out his own hand to the bed-head where hung 
a long rapier. So he gave up the unequal contest, and 
hurried downstairs yelling "' Murder ! Fire ! " 

In possession of the field of battle, but exceedingly 
anxious as to what would come after the victory, Mergy 
finished buckling on his belt, stuck his pistols therein, shut 
his portmanteau, and, holding it in his hand, resolved to 
lodge his complaint with tiic nearest magistrate. He 
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Opened the door, and was selling foot 
on the topmost stair, when a troop of 
enemies suddenly pre- 
- ^^^^ senled itself. 
^^1^^^ The host led the way, 

^^^H^^^ an old halberd in hand : 
^vSHH thr(.e scullions, armed 
, ^V^ with spits and 

^ft A -v^^ sticks, followed 
^v K^^/ hard: a neigh- 
bour with a rusty 
arquebuss brought 
up the rear. On both 
sides the meeting 
was a surprise; for 
only five or six steps 
separated the foes. 

Mergy dropped his 
[oitmanteau at once 
and drew a pistol, 
« hich hostile man- 
rtuvre showed Master 
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Eustace and his suite how faulty tht-ir order of battle was. 
Like ihs Persians at the battle of Salamis, they had for- 
gotten to take up a position where their numbers could 
deploy with advantage. The only one of them who carried 
firearms could not use them without endangering his com- 
panions in front, while the Huguenot's pistols, enfilading 
the staircase, seemed likely to knock them all over. They 
heard the click of the pistol as Mergy cocked it, and an 
actual detonation could not have frightened them more. 
With one accord the hostile column turned tail and fled, to 
seek In the kitchen a roomier and more advantageous battle- 
field. In the disorder which inevitably accompanies a hur- 
ried retreat, the host, wishing to shift his halberd, entangled 
it in his legs and fell. Like a generous foe. disdaining to 
ntake use of his actual weapons, Mergy contented himself 
with hurling his portmanteau at the enemy, and this, falling 
like a mass of rock, and moving faster as it fell from stair 
to stair, finished the rout. The staircase remained clear of 
foes, with the broken halberd as a trophy. 

Mergy at once made for the kitchen, where the foe had 
re-formed in a single line. The arquebusier had his weapon 
in position, and was blowing his lighted match. Ihe host, 
covered with blood (for his nose had been badly bruised in 
the fall), remained behind his friends, like the wounded 
Menelaus behind the Grecian ranks; while, in default of 
Machaon or Podalirius, his wife, with dishevelled hair and 
coif unbound, staunched his face with a dirty napkin. There 
was no hesitation in Mergj's conduct. He walked straight 
up to the man with the arquebuss and held the muzzle of a 
pistol to his breast. 

'■ Drop your match, or you die !" he said. 

The match fell to earth, and Mergv, setting his foot on 
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tiie lighted end. extinguished it; wbereupaa all the allies aZ' 
once threw down their arms. 

" As for you." said Mergj- to the innkeeper, *• the small 
Ics-son I have given you will no doubt teach you to treat 
Mrangere more politely. If [ chose I could have your 
licence withdrawn by the bailifThere: but 1 bear no malice. 
Come, what do I owe you for my own score ?" 

Ma--Mt;i " * ing that he had uncocked the 

t'^rrilili; p le spoke slipping it back into his 

lidt. pluci ourage, and while continuing to 

staunch his ed in a melancholy manner: 

" You bri you beat people, you break good 

Christian n< hell's own riot. After that, I do 

not ?ice how it up to an honest man."' 

" Come," j\- smiling. " I will pay you for 

your m>s<: nn of it. As for your broken 

crockery, you must go to the Reiters for that ; it is their 
business. And now what do 1 owe you for my supper 
ycstcrdaj .'" 

The host looked at his wife, his scullions, and his neigh- 
Ijour, as If to ask at once their counsel and their help. 

" The Kciters ! the Reiters !" said he. " A man does not 
'-.'isily see the colour kA their money. The captain gave me 
ilirc*: livros and the cornet a kick." 

Mtr;^'y took out one of the two gold crowns which he had 
I'll. '" Come," said he, "we will part good friends." And 
In- tlircvv it to Master Eustace, who. instead of catching it, 
sr-ordfullj- k-t it fall on the floor. 

'■ A crown I" he cried. " A crown for a hundred broken 
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equally mournful tone. "Catholic gentlemen come here 
sometimes and make a disturbance, but at least they know 
the value of things." 

Had Mergy been more in funds he would no doubt have 
kept up his party's reputation for free -handedness. As it 
was. he replied drily, "Very like; but these Catholic gen- 
tlemen have not l>een robbed. Make up your minds," he 
added ; "■ take the crown or you will have nothing," and he 
made a step forward as if to pick it up. The hostess seized 
it instantly. " Come, bring me my horse ; and you, fellow, 
drop that spit and carry my portmanteau." 

" Your horse, sir ?" said one of Master Eustace's men, 
making a face. But the host himself lifted his head in 
spite of his vexation, and his eyes sparkled with spiteful 
pleasure. 

" Oh, yes ! I will bring him myself, my good lord ; 1 will 
bring you your good horse." And he went out with the 
napkin still pressed to his face, while Mergy followed. 

You may guess his surprise when he saw in the place of 
the bonny chestnut steed which had carried him thither a 
little old broken-kneed piebald, whose appearance was still 
further improved by a great scar on the head ; while 
instead of his saddle of fmc Flanders velvet he beheld a 
leathern troop-saddle mounted with iron. 

" What do you mean by that ?" he cried. " Where is my 
horse ? " 

" Your lordship must go and ask the Protestant Reitcr 
gentlemen that," said the host with feigned humility. " The 
worthy strangers carried him ofTwith tliem, no doubt mis- 
taking the two, as they were so like one another." 

" 'Tis a fine horse," said a scullion ; " I would bet he is 
not more than a twenty-year-old." 




c-tr. ^.zh die waosi intoleiable 



: .•yL :r_i: :r.T li-r.^er he staj-ed the more of 

.-. h" shj-'i have to eodiirc. so as soon as 

v.is i'd.-:':nei on. he jumped into his 

t, it th'- horse, feelinc: that he had a new 
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less temper than usual to stand any nonsense, and so, after 
kshing out a litde, and being well rewarded by the digging 
in of some exceedingly sharp spurs, he wisely made up his 
mind to submit, and broke into a steady trot. But he had 
used up some of his strength in the fight with his rider; 
and. as usually happens to jades in such a case, he fell, 
stumbling, as they say. with all four feet at once. Our 
hero picked himself up quickly, a little bruised, but much 
more angry at the jeers which were raised behind him. He 
even hesitated for a moment whether he should go and take 
vengeance with the flat of his sword; but on reflection he 
ctintentfd himself with making as though he had not heard 
the distant insults, and took at a slower pace the Orleans 
road, pursued for a time by troops of children, the elders 
singing the ballad of " Jehan Petaquin," ' while the little ones 
cried at the top of their voices, " Faggots! faggots for the 
1 1 uguenot ! " 

.After riding in sufficiently bad spirits for half a league or 
so he reflected that he would not be likely to catch up the 
Reiters that day-; that his horse was probably by this time 
sold ; that at any rate it was scarcely doubtful that these 
gentry would not give him up. Little by little Mergy 
made up his mind to the loss ; and as in the case of his 
horse being gone for good he had nothing to do on the 
way to Orleans, he made once more for Paris, taking a 
cross road so as to avoid passing the unlucky inn which 
had witnessed his disasters. Little by little, having accus- 
tomed himself early to look uix)n the bright side of things, 
he came to the conclusion that he was on the whole fortu- 
nate in getting off so cheaply, for he might have been 
completely stripped, not to say murdered, while as it was 
' An absunl [wisonayt- in an old folk sonj. 
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he had a gold crown in his pocket, almost all his clothes 
intact, and a horse who, ugly as he was, could carry Jiim. 
Also, to tell the truth, the memory of the fair Mila made 
him more than once smile. Indeed, after a few hours* ride 
and a good breakfast, he felt positively affected by the 
girl's scrupulous delicacy in taking only eighteen pieces 
from a purse that held twenty. It was harder to stomach 
the loss of his good chestnut ; but he was bound to admit that 
a thief more hardened than the trumpeter would have taken 
his horse without leaving him another. And so he reached" 
Paris that evening, just before the gates shut, and took up 
his abode at an inn in the Rue Saint Jacques. 







*, -«•-. 





CHAIMKR m. 

THE YOUNG COUKTIEKS. 



" laikime. The ling Ls wi 
raslktimut. Tlie ilune* 



:<x) lianl lo conic I7. 

SlIAKETil'KAIIi:, CymMitK. 



MERCY'S object in coming to Paris was to obtain 
strong recommendations to the Admiral Coligny. 
and a commission in the army which was about, men said, 
to fight in Flanders under that great captain's orders. He 
hoped that certain friends uf his father's, to whom he brought 
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letters, would support his demands and would introduce 
him to the King's Court as well as to the Admiral, who had 
a kind of court of his own. He knew that his brother was 
high in favour ; but he was as yet quite undecided whether 
to seek an interview with him or not George de Mergy's 
apostasy had almost entirely cut him off from his relations, 
who regarded him as a stranger— a family split which 
religious differei no means uncommon at 

the time. For a rge's father had forbidden 

the apostate's nai 1 in his hearing, and had 

justified his sever '■ If thy right eye offend 

thee, pluck it out." ^h young Bernard was by 

no means of the sa mper, his brother's change 

of opinions appear* i. lin on the family honour. 

and his fraternal : iturally suffered in conse- 

quence. 

Hut before deciding on the course which he should lake 
as regarded his brother, and even before presenting his 
letters of recommendation, he thought he had better see to 
the filling of his empty purse, and with this object set out 
from his inn to visit a goldsmith on the Pont St. Michel, 
who owed the family moneys which he was empowered to 
chilm. 

At the bridge-foot he met some elegantly dressed young 
men, who, walking arm-in-arm, almost entirely obstructed 
the narrow passage left on the bridge by the throng of 
sliopi and booths, which rose like two parallel walls, and 
coini>letely hid the view of the river from the passers-by. 
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these weapons was too much for the young gentlemen, or else 
they were pleased to show the world that they had richly- 
dressed serving-men. They seemed in good humour, to 
judge by their continual shouts of laughter If a well- 
dressed woman passed by, they saluted her with a mixture 
of politeness and impertinence, while several of the mad- 
caps amused themselves by rudely elbowing certain grave 
citizens in black cloaks, who went off grumbling a thousand 
curses on the Insolence of the courtiers. One only of the 
group walked with bowed head, and seemed to take no 
share whatever In their amusements. 

" Why, d e. George ! " cried another, clapping him on 

the shoulder, " you are getting desperately sulky. It is a 
full quarter of an hour since you have opened your mouth. 
Are you thinking of turning Carthusian ? " 

The name " George " made Mergy start ; Init he did not 
hear what the person so addressed answered. 

"I will bet a hundred pistoles," went on the first speaker, 
■' that he is still in love with some paragon of virtue. I am 
sorry for you, my poor friend ; it is certainly bad luck to 
find any mistress unkind in Paris." 

" Go to Rudbeck the wizard," said another; "he will give 
jou a potion to make her love you." 

"Perhaps," said a third, "our friend the captain is in 
love with a nun. These devils of Huguenots, converted or 
unconverted, always mean mischief to the sixiuses of Christ." 

A voice, which Mergy knew at once, replied sadly — 

" Faith ! I should not be as miserable as I am. if nothing 
but love-matters were at stake. But." he added, dropping 
his voice, " De Pons, to whom I gave a letter for my father, 
has returned and tells me that he insists on having nothing 
to do with me," 
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" Your father is a chip of [he old block," said one of the 
young men. " He was one of the Hugi.ienols who tried 
Amboise."' 

At that moment Captain George, who had turned his 
head, perceived Mergy, and with a cry of surprise and open 
arms he sprang towards him. Mergy lost not a moment in 
holding out his own hands, and hugged him to his breast. 
It may be that had the meeting been less sudden, he might 
have tried up ; but the surprise gave nature 

her rights ament they looked on each other 

as friends v long journey. 

After th( and the first inquiries. Captain 

George tun Js, some of whom had stood still 

to contemp ling. 

" Sirs," s lave been witness to this unex- 

pected mee me if 1 leave you to entertain a 

brother whom i nave not seen for more than seven years." 

■' But we do not mean you to leave us at all to-day. 
Dinner is ordered, and you must come." And he who 
spoke seized George at the same time by his cloak. 

" Beville is right," said another ; "' we will not let you go." 

"Why, Jiiordieu!" said B^ville, "let your brother dine 
with us. Instead of one good fellow, we shall have two." 

■■ Pardon me," thereupon said Mergy, " but I have much 
business to do today ; 1 have letters to deliver " 

•' You can deliver them to-morrow." 

■■ They must be delivered to-day. And," added Mergy, 
smiling a little shamefacedly, " I must tell you that I am pen- 
niless, and I must really go and look for some money " 

"A nrcttv excuse, L'ood faith!" cried thev all. "We 
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" Come, my jfood friend." said licville, ostentatiously 
shaking a long silk purse which swung at his girdle, "look 
upon me as your banker. The dice have dealt kindly with 
me for a whole fortnighL" 

" Come along ; let us not waste time, but go and dine at 
the Black Boy," said all the young men. 

Captain George looked at his brother, who was still 
uncertain. " After all, you will have plenty of time to 
deliver your letters. As for money, I have some ; so come 
with us. You will see how we live in Paris." 

Mergy allowed himself to be persuaded, and his brother 
introduced him formally to all his friends in turn : the Baron 
de Vaudreuil, the Chevalier de Rheincy. the Vicomte de 
B^ville, and so on. They were prodigal of caresses to the 
newcomer, who was obliged to embrace them all one after the 
other. Beville was the last to exchange salutes with him. 

" Oh ! oh !" quoth he. " Curse me, comrade, but I smell 
a heretic. My gold chain to a pistole that you arc of the 
religion." 

" 'Tis true, sir ; though 1 am not as good a member of it 
as I ought to be," 

"There! can 1 not tell a Huguenot among a thousand ? 
( '(Htre de lotip ! how serious our Methodists look when they 
talk of their religion." 

■■ 1 think one should never speak jestingly on such a sub- 
ject." 

" M. de Mergy is right," said Vaudreuil ; " and as foryou, 
Beville, this ill-timed pleasantry of yours on sacred things 
will bring you ill luck." 

" There is a saint for you !" said B«5vilie to Mergy. " He 
is the most outrageous libertine of us all ; and yet he gives 
us a sermon now and then." 
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.fumtd masusc, wi W^ tio oot 
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■, T .',': to that, Iitti*r brother : we may talk of it again 

-• :.:ir.',':. I know what you think of a»e, but never miiK]. 

■ .."■ no: h':r'; to talk of such matters. 1 bdieve 1 am a 

, '.f t,'/:.oMr ^ri'J you will find it out some day. Drop 

, .i/j' M ; '■•■'•■ must think now only of amusement.'' And 

:„. . > 'i \\\\ hand over his brow as if to drive off painful 

M' r;;y on);, whisfxrrtd, '■ Ucar brother!" and pressed his 
i,.| (',•■, ,r^.: rcjjlicd by a similar pressure, and both hur- 
• 1 aU'T tli'-ir rjoni|tanions, who were somewhat in advance 
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well-dressed people issued, the captain and liis friends jjave 
bow or embrace to almost all the noblemen they met. at 
the same time introducing young Merg)*, who in this way 
made prompt acquaintance with a vast number of celebrated 
personages of the day. As he did so he was told their 
nicknames (for everyone of any note had his nickname 
then), as well as the scandalous stories which were reported 
about them. 

'■ Do you see," they said, " that counsellor, so pale and so 
yellow ? That is Master Petrus de Finibus, otherwise 
Pierre Siguier, who makes so much ado, and so cleverly, 
that in everything he undertakes he always gains his ends. 
There is Thor^ de Montmorency. ' little Captain Burn-the- 
benches.' There is his grace the Archbishop of Bottles,' 
who is pretty steady on his mule, because he has not dined 
yet. Here is one of the heroes of your own party, the 
valiant Count de la Rochefoucauld, surnamed the Cabbage- 
killer. In the last war he riddled with shot an unlucky 
plot of cabbages which his bad sight made him take for 
Lanzknechts." 

In less than a quarter of an hour Mergy knew the names 
of the lovers of almost all the Court ladies, and the number 
of duels which had been brought about by the beauty of 
each. He remarked that the more deaths a lady had been 
the cause of. the higher did her fame rank. Thus Madame 
de Courtavel, whose recognized lover had killed two of his 
rivals, was far better reputed than the unlucky Countess de 
Pumerandc. who had but one miserable duel (with a mere 
scratch as the result) to her name. 

A lady of stately figure, mounted on a while mule, which 

' The Archbishop of (iuisc. 
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was led bv an tquerry and followed by two lackeys, attracted 
Mergy's atten- f 
tion, Htr dress 
was of the new- 
est cut, 
stifl^ with em- 
broidery. As 
far as he could 
judjje she must 
be beautiful; but 
at that time, as 
is well known, ladi 
out of doors save i 
mask was of blac 




TUti YOUXG COl-RTIERS. 



you could see, or rather guess from what showed through 
the eye-holes, that she had skin of a dazzling whiteness 
and eyes of a dark blue. She slackened her mule's pace 
as she passed the young men. and even seemed to look 
somewhat attentively at Mergy, whose face was strange to 
her. Plumed hats swept the earth on the path before 
her; and she bent her head gracefully to return the 
numerous salutes of a double row of 
admirers as she passed. As she dis- 
appeared a puff of wind lifted 
the hem of her long satin gown, 
and showed, as by a flash of 
lightning, a little slipper of white 
velvet and some inches of pink 
silk stocking. 

■■ Who is that lady whom 
everyone salutes ?" asked Mergy 
with some interest. 

"What! in luve already?" cried 
iicH'ille. " Ah, 
well, it is al- 
ways lier way ; 
Huguenots and 
Papists alike.all 
fall in love with 
Countess Diane 
de Turgis." 
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" She is one of the Court beauties," added George ; " one 
of the most dangerous of Circes for our young gallants. Nor 
is the fortress easy to carrj', confound it." 

"What is /tcr record of duels?" asked Mergy. smiling. 

" Oh, she is only in her scores," answered the Baron de 
Vaudreull. " But the best of it is that she wanted to fight 
her; challenge to another Court lady 

who iu I }f her." 

" .'\ prf Mergy. 

" She V )een the first of our time," said 

George, " l, y fought. She sent, really sent, 

a perfectly i challenge to Madame de Sainte- 

Foix, offeri i death with sword and dagger, 

stripped to a raffin^^ duellist would do." 

" I shouh ;en one of their seconds to see 

ihcm both i said the Chevalier de Rheincy- 

" And did tne nym come off?" said Mergy. 

" No," said George ; " the matter was made up." 

" That is to say, he made it up." said Vaudreuil, " for he 
was Madame de Sainte-Foix's lover at the time." 

" Fie ! fie ! no more than yourself," quoth George with a 
very discreet air. 

" Madame de Turgis is like Vaudreuil," said B^ville, 
" she hashes up religion and the way of the world together ; 
wants to fight a duel (which is, I believe, mortal sin), and 
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remarked Mergy, pleased at finding a clianct: of jesting at 
ttie religion which was not his own. 

" And to meeting, loo," said Beville. " When the ser- 
mon is done, the lights are put out, and then there are fine 
doings, 'Sdeath ! it tempts me terribly to turn Lutheran." 

"And you believe those absurd stories?" said Mergy 
disdainfully. 

" Do I believe them ? Why, little Ferrand, whom we all 
know, used to go to meeting at Orleans to see a notary's 
wife. A verj' fine woman, by Jove! He used to make my 
mouth water by talking of her. He could see her nowhere 
else : and luckily a Huguenot friend of his had given him 
the password, so he got into the meeting-house ; and I leave 
you to guess whether our comrade employed his time well 
in the dark or not." 

" But that is impossible," said Mergy drily. 

" Impossible ? Pray why ? " 

" Because no Protestant would be so base as to let a 
Papist into meeting." 

The answer was greeted with loud laughter. 

" What ! " said Vaudreuil. " You think that because a 
man is a Huguenot he can neither be a thief, nor a traitor, 
nor a pimp ?" 

" He must have fallen from the moon !" cried Rheincy. 

'■ For my part," said Beville, " if 1 had to send a billet to 
a Huguenot beauty, I should go straight to her minister." 

" Because, I suppose," answered Mergy, "you are accus- 
tomed to employ your priests in the same way." 

" Our priests ? " said Vaudreuil, reddening angrily, 

" 1 pray you. leave off this tiresome talk," interrupted 
George, who noticed the offensive sharpness of each re- 
partee. " Let us leave all the canters of all the sects alone. 
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I vote that the first who says ' Huguenot.'. ' Papist.' ' Pro- 
testant," or 'Catholic' shall pay forfeit." ' 

■■ Agreed !" cried Beville. " He shall pay for a round of ] 
the good Cahors wine at the inn where we are going to ' 
dine " And there was silence for a moment. 

" Since poor Lannoy was killed before Orleans, Madame 
de Turgis has had no known lover," said George, who , 
wii ' i n> '' ' ■ '■ ■ "j from theological ideas. 

■• w^ho ssert that a lady of Paris has no 

lover ? " " 'Tis certain that Comminges 

presses hei 

" That is id Vaudreuil. " that young Nava- 

rette gave i lid of such a redoubtable rival." 

" Is Com then ? " asked the captain. 

" Like a d Beville: 'and he declares he 

will kill an; i love the fair countess ; so that 

in order not to oe lelt without any lover at all, she must 
make up her mind to take Comminges." 

"Who is this fire-eater?" asked Mergy, who, without 
quite knowing why, felt a lively curiosity as to everything 
concerning the Countess de Turgis, 

" He is," answered Rheincy, "one of our most famous 
raffincs : and as you come from the country, 1 will explain 
our Court lingo to you. A raffind is an accomplished gen- 
tleman—a man who fights when another's cloak touches 
his own. when a man spits within four feet of him, or, in 
short, for any other equally reasonable reason. ' 

"Comminges," said X'audreuil, " took a man one day to 
the Pr(;-iuix-Clercs ; ' they doFfed their coats and drew 
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minges, ' No." said the other ; ' my name is Viil^qiiier, antl 
I come from Normandy." ' That is a pity," said Comminges ; 
' 1 have mistaken my man. But as 1 have challenged you, 
we must fight.' And he killed him merrily." 

Kach one added some instance of t'omminges' skill or 
liis quarrelsome temper ; the subject was fertile, and the 
conversation lasted them till they were out of the town, at 
the Black Boy. This was an inn placed in a garden near 
the site where the Tuileries, begun in 1564. was in process 
uf building. Many more gentlemen of George's friends 
met them there, and they sat down to table a numerous 
company. 

Mergy, who sat by V'audreuil's side, noticed that his 
neighbour in sitting down crossed himself and muttered 
with shut eyes and in a low voice this singular grace : 
Laiis Deo. p.ix vivis. salutcm defnncti, el bcata viscera vir- 
ginis Marice qiite portaverunt iclerni Patris Fitium. 

" Do you know Latin, Baron ?" asked Mergj'. 

" What ! you heard my grace ? " 

" Yes : but I confess that I did not understand it." 

" To tell you the truth, I do not understand Latin myself, 
and have no clear idea what the prayer means ; but I learnt 
it from one of my aunts, who found it ver>' efticacious. and 
since I have used it I have been well satisfied with the 
result." 

■■ I think it must be Catholic Latin, and therefore we 
Huguenots cannot comprehend it. " 

■• A forfeit ! a forfeit ! " cried Beville and Captain George 
at once. Mergy submitted with a good grace : and fresh 
bottles, which promptly put the company in good humour, 
were set on the table. 

The conversation soon became noisier, and Mergj availed 
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himself of the tumult to talk to his brother without attend- 
ing to what was going on round them. But this aside was 
interrupted at the end of the second course by the noise of 
a violent dispute between two of the guests. 

■• 'Tis false ! " cried the Chevalier de Rheincy. 

" False ! " said Vaudreuil, his naturally pale face becoming 
corpse-like in hue. 

"Siic i ' ' ious, the chastest of women!" 

went on I J 

Vaudre y and shrugged his shoulders, j] 

All eyes w the disputants, and each man, 

in a sort of :y, seemed to be waiting for the 

upshot of tl 

" What if; s? and what is this noise for? " 

asked the c; usual to prevent a breach of the , 

peace. 

■■ Our friend me tucvauer," said Beville placidly, "' insists 
that Madame de Slllery, his mistress, is chaste: while our 
friend Vaudreuil declares that she is nut, and that he has 
reason to know it." 

The laugh which followed increased Rheincy 's rage, and 
he fixed eyes of fury on both Vaudreuil and B^ville. 

" I could show letters of hers," said Vaudreuil. 

■' I dare you to do so ! " cried the chevalier. 
■ Well," said Vaudreuil, with a very evil sneer on his face, 
■ I will read one to these gentlemen; they may know her 
writing as well as myself, for I am not coxcomb enough to 
Ijoast the monopoly of her letters or her favours either. 
I lerc is a note 1 received this very day," and he made as if 
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his foe, who sat right opposite him ; but he cried, " I will 
drive that 'He" down your own till it chokes you! " And he 
flung a bolde at his adversary's head as he spoke. Rheincy 
dudgtd the blow, and upsetting his chair in his haste, sprang 
to the wall to take down his sword which hung there. 

All rose, some to interpose in the quarrel, most to keep 
clear of it. 

" Stop, you madmen," cried George, getting in front of 
the baron, who was nearest him ; " ought two friends to fight 
for the sake of a wench ? " 

" A bottle tlung at one's head is as bad as a blow," said 
Ufiville coolly. " Come, chevalier, my friend, out with your 
sword." 

"Fair play! fair play! a ring!" cried almost all the 
guests. 

" Shut the door. Jack," calmly said the host of the Black 
Boy, who was quite used to scenes of this kind. " If the 
[xjlice were to pass it might interrupt the gentlemen, and do 
harm to the house." 

" Will you fight in a tavern-room like drunken Lanz- 
knechts?" persisted George, anxious to gain time. "At least 
wait till to-morrow." 

" To-morrow be it," said Rheincy, offering to sheath his 
sword. 

" Our little chevalier is afraid." said Vaudreuil ; whereat 
Rheincy, thrusting aside those in his way, dashed on his 
enemy. Both attacked furiously, but Vaudreuil had had 
time to twist a napkin carefully round his left arm, and he 
used this with skill to ward off cuts, while Rheincy. who had 
neglected a similar precaution, was wounded in the left hand 
at the first passes. But he fought on bravely, shouting to 
his foot-boy to, bring him his poniard. Beville stopped the 
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lackey, declaring that as Vaudreuil had no dagger his foe I 
must have none. Some of the chevalier's friends protested, 
sharp words were exchanged, and the duel might have turned 
into a general affray if Vaudreuil had not ended it by strik- 
ing his enemy down with a severe woimd in the breasL 
He set his foot on 
Rheincy's sword 
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prevent his picking it up, and raised his 
own to give the coup de grace : — a piece of 
savagery which the duelling rules of the 
time permitted. 
' Kill a disarmed foe?" cried George; and he 
wrested X'audreiiil's sword from his hand. 
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while he muttered with a forced laugh that the matter was 
not at an end. Soon there appeared a monk and a surgeon, 
who wrangled for some time as to which should take charge 
of the wounded man. The surgeon got the better, and 
having made them carry his patient to the Seine-bank, he 
conveyed him in a boat to his lodgings. Meanwhile some 
of the servants took away the bloody napkins and washed 
the floor, wliile others set fresh bottles on the table. As 
for Vaudreuil, after very carefully wiping his sword, he 
sheathed it, crossed himself, and with unruffled calm drew a 
letter from his pocket, requested silence, and read the first 
line, which excited roars of laughter^ 

■* My darling, thai troublesome chevalier who pesters 
me " 

" Let us go," said Mergy to his brother, with an expres- 
sion of disgust. The captain followed him, and the general 
attention paid to the letter prevented their departure from 
being noticed. 





TH E captain returned to town with his brother, and took 
him to his lodgings. They spoke littie as they walked 
thither ; for the scene which they had just witnessed had left 
on them a painful impression, which made them silent in spite 
of themselves. Yet the quarrel, and the irregular duel which 
followed, were nothing out of the way for the time. From 
one end of France to the other the touchy susceptibility of 
the nobles caused the most painful incidents ; so that at a 
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modaate caknbtwo tfae lagc for duds coA more lives under 
the rc^ns of Henry III. and Henry IV. than ten years of 
dvil »ar_ 

The capcain's lod^ogs were fumisbed with taste. Em- 
brr-idered silk curtamsv and carpets of bright hue. at once 
caught the e\Tes of Mcrg5\ who was accustomed to simpler 
fashioos. He entered a small ^arunent which his brother 
called Hp ncatoc^-. th* nam^ nf boodoir not having been yet 
in\^entetL . . til aboralely canned, a Madonna 

by an Italian nu Jy-water stoiip with its thick 

spray of box, set. Ty the chamber's sacred de- 

signation ; while a ■ d in black damank, a mirror 

ol \ enice glass, a | lady, weapons, and musical 

instruments, suggest-^ . ; mmate was not unaccustomed 

to vK-cupations son ing mundane in character. 

Meigy cast a contemptuous eye on the holy-water stoup 
and its sprig, which reminded him disagreeably of his brother's 
ajiostasy. A lackey boy brought pre3er\es, sweetmeats, and 
white wine; lor tea and coffee were not yet in use, and the 
simple tastes of our ancestors put up with wine in the place 
I'f .ill such miHlish drinks. 

.Mergy. glass in hand, still kept looking from the Madonna 
to the stoup, and from the stoup to the faldstool. He 
sii^hi'd de*."|)ly ; and gazing at his brother, who had stretched 
lilni-;i.lt' with a nonchalant air on the couch, he said, " Your 
l\>lMsh cquipmeni is complete. What would our mother 
^,u if stic were here ? " 

1 In- notion seemed to pain the captain. He bent his 
l>iish\- eyebrows, and waved his hand as if to ask his brother 
not to brciach ■^\\c\\ a subject : but Mergy went on pitilessly ; 
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'■Our family faith? it was never 
mine ! What ? / believe in the canting 
sermons that your ministers twang 
through their noses ? / " 

" And it is better of course to believe 
in purgatory, in confession, in the in- 
fallibility of the Pope? It is better to 
throw oneself before the dusty sandals 
of a Capuchin ? The time will come 
when you will think you cannot dine 
without gabbling the Baron de Vau- 
dreuil's grace." 

Listen to me, Bernard. I hate 
argument, especially re- 
ligious argument; but 




I must have an explanation 
or later, and since we have 
I will speak to you without 
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with you sooner 
begunlctustinish. 
concealment." 



. ami lex.amt off !■• 
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r «lKr. Q^ - fe added. 

■CS 2*^^ MBC H Oiff OtUfCIICS, 

■even lar win C9KSCK lasic 

' A [vcn, ' var wtSpam, and a gimd rcasoa 




" Do »x i^B^ C<*' 1 beficve at ic no more 
liian ED vva oold tkaak lor awpsdC ance my 
resoa has I DreOcd " 

■But 

~ A ETJce WRh preacfioeaKs. I kaow by beait everything 
ton \TKi i3Jt S2V to me. I coo have bad onr belies and my 
fcar^ [X> you think I hare not strnen my tmnost to keep 
:>.- h^c-iv ;.^per5t:d':'n5 ot chfUhood ? 1 have read all the 
,::v'7.-5 : ■ r.nd s-^lace for the doubts that fr^^tened me, and 
I ': .:: zT.iii them stronger. In short. I could not and 1 frannot 
lr':c:vc. The precious ;^ift ot faith has been refused me, 
b:: I uiijlJ not for the world deprive others of it-** 

■■ I am <on-y for vo'j." 

■ Th-_-r^-, \ oj are n;^ht enough. .\s a Protestant 1 did not 
h'_'.;ev!: i:\ meeting : -is a Catholic 1 do not believe any more 
ia th-j mass. Arc not the savageries of our civil wars 
tjiioUi^h. in God's name, t.> -jproot the strongest faith ? " 

■■ But ihev arc the work of men onlv. and of men who 
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if I am still unconvinced. 1 do not and I cannot compre- 
hend your Deity ; and if I did believe, it would be, as our 
friend Jodelle says. ' with all rights reserved,'" 

" Hut if the two faiths are indifferent to you, why that 
abjuration which has hurt your family and your friends so 
much?" 

" I have written at least a score of times to my father to 
explain my reasons to him and excuse mysi^lf ; but he has 
thrown my letters unopened into the fire, and has behaved to 
me more harshly than if I had committed some great crime." 

'■ Neither my mother nor I approved this excessive stern- 
ness of his; and if we had not received positive orders " 

" I do not know what has been thought of me. and I do 
not much care; but I will tell you what made me take a 
sudden step, which, no doubt, I should not take if the thing 
were to be done afresh, ' 

" Ah ! I always thought you would repent of it, ' 

" Repent of it.' No; for 1 do not think that I did ill. 
When you were still at school, busy with Latin and Greek. 
1 had harness on back, had donned the white scarf,' and was 
fighting in our first civil war. Your little Prince of Conde, 
who was responsible for so many of your faction's faults — 
your Prince of Conde, I say, used to mind your business 
when his gallantries gave him time. A lady loved me and 
the prince wanted me to give her up to him ; I refused, and 
he became my mortal tnemy. So he set himself to inflict on 
me all possible mortifications. ' The pretty little prince 
who is always kissing his ladylove ' pointed me out to the 
extremists of the party as a monster of debauchery and 
irreligion. Now I had but one mistress, and I clave to her. 

' The reformers h.id chosen this parly rolour. 
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.-£ cti iamher far sm« ri»c awd then 

cvccinani i> ''-iacrcasng paffiitw : 

~ Even- { iuafx in cbe arwy «as soon set 

apoo me. c for tfadr soarib^ as for their 

icrntooi: b looe's gesdesKn. to cum- favour 

with his au ' Ledief ' before all oor captains. 

I boxed his < [led him a6crwanl& There wen: 

^t Iea«-t a Jtrzen ouets a day in the army, and our generals 
turned blind eyes to them. But /was made ancxception : and 
the prince determined that I should be a lesson to the whole 
army. The entreaties 01" all the men of qualit}- — induding, 
I must own. the Admim] — obtained my pardon ; but the 
princ'/s hatred was not satislitrd. At jazeneui) fight 1 was 
in ci>mmand of a company ot pistoliers : I had been in the 
fp jnt 'A the meicc : two muskel-ball dents in my cuirass and 
L lanc';-u-')imJ throus^h my Idt arm showed that I had not 
, parted myself. I had twenty men left, and a full battalion 
■ >! the Kin:/'s .Swiss was marching on us. The Prince of 
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'■ He called me coward before all these gentry in their 

j-ilded armour, who a few months afterwards deserted him 

and left him to be killed at Jarnac. I felt that there 

was nothing to do but to die. I dashed 

'^w^awi^^ at the Swiss, swearing that if by any 

chance I came off with my life, 

1 would never draw sword again 

for so unjust a prince. Wounded 

severely and unhorsed. 1 was on the 

point of being killed, when one of 

the Duke of Anjou's gentlemen, 

Hiiville, the same madcap with whom 

we dined to-day, saved my life, and 

introduced me to the 





duke. I was well treated, 

and I was thirsting for 

revenge. They made much of me : they ui^ed me to 

take service with my benefactor the duke; they quoted 

the line — 

"Omnc solum forti |i.itria est, ut piscibus .-ii.iuor." 
1 was disgusted .w the Protestants for calling foreigners into 
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oLircoiintr) . liiii why not confess the one true reason which 
actuated me ? 1 longed for vengeance, and 1 turned 
Catliolic in hopes of meeting the Prince of Conde on the 
battle-field and killing him, A coward undertook the 
business of paying my debts ; and the way in which he was 
killed almost made nie forget my hatred. I saw him a. 
bleeding prey to the soldiers' insults : I rescued his corpse 
fn \ my own mantle over it. But I 

w; ea' Catholics : 1 had a troop in their 

cai t", ai ive them. Luckily, 1 think I may 

say I havt. service to my old side : I tried 

whenever I i the rage of a religious war. and . 

I was fort to save the lives of some old 

friends." 

" Oliver i lis everyone that he owes his life 

tti you." 

" So I am a Catliune now," said George in a calmer tone, 
•■ It is as good a religion as any other ; for it is so easy to get 
on with their pious people. You see that pretty Madonna ? 
"lis the portrait of an Italian courtesan; and yet fanatics 
admire my piety, while they cross themselves before her 
virginship. 1 warrant you I have an easier time with them 
than with our ministers. I can live as 1 please at the cost 
of a very few sacrifices to the prejudices of the vulgar. 
One must go to mass: I go now and then — to look at the 
pretty women. One must have a confessor : well, mine is a 
I-ranciscan, a capital fellow, who has been a horse arque- 
busier, and who for a crown gives me my confession ticket, 
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and he threw him a book richly bound in velvet cover and 
silver clasps; "these ' Hours 'are well worth your Prayer- 
books." 

Mergy read on the back, '" Hours of the Court." 

'■ It is a pretty binding." said he scornfully, handing the 
b<jok back. 

The captain opened it, and returned it again with a smile. 
Mergy read on the title-page, " The Very Horrific Life of 
the Great Gargantua, Father of Pantagrucl. Composed by 
Master Alcofribas. Extractor of Ouinlessence." 

" That is the book for me," cried the captain laughing. 
" 1 rate it higher than all the divinity books in the Geneva 
Library." 

" They say, no doubt, that the author was learned enough, 
liut he has hardly made a good use of his learning." 

George shrugged his shoulders, 

■■ Read it, Bernard, and you shall tell me what you think 
of it afterwards." 

Mergy took the book, but after a moment's silence : 

" 1 am still sorry." said he. "' that mere disgust, however 
well-founded, should have drawn you into a step which you 
will certainly repent some day." 

The captain's head sank, and his eyes appeared to be 
carefully tracing the pattern of the carpet at his feet. 
" What is done is done," said he, smothering a sigh. 
■' Perhaps," he added in a gayer tone, " I shall come back to 
meeting some day. But meanwhile let us drop the subject : 
promise me never to return to one so tiresome." 

" I hope your own conscience will do more than my lec- 
tures or my advice. ' 

" Be it so. And now let us talk of jvw/- business. What 
was your object in coming to Court ?" 



12 CHRONtCl-KS OF CHARLES IK. 

" I hope for strong enough recommendations to the 
Admiral to obtain admission for me among his gentlemen in 
the campaign he is going to make in the Netherlands." 

'■ 1 do not like your plan. No gentleman who has a good 
heart in his breast and a sword by his side ought of his own 
free will to make a lackey of himself. Volunteer for the 
R( II company of light horse, if you 

lik campaign, as we all shall, under 

tht .imi t at least you will be no one's 

body-serv; 

" But I I. to join the King's Guard ; I had 

even much would please me well enough to 

serve in yoi it my father wishes me to make 

my first can le Admiral's immediate leading." 

'■ That is enot gentry. You preach union, 

and yet you ^.i. ;es worse than we do ours." 

" How so ?" 

" Why, you still look on the King as a tyrant, an ' Ahab,' 
as your ministers call him. Nay, he is not even your king ; 
he is an usurper; and since the death of Louis XIII.,' 'tis 
(iaspard 1. who is King of France." 

" That is an idle jest." 

" Well, well ; you may as well serve old Gaspard as the 
Hiike of Guise ; for M. deChatillon is really a great captain, 
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"Vet," said George, "you know the Latin axiom, " He 
whom it profited did it.' Without that pistol-shot Orleans 
would have fallen." 

" But after all, it was only a man the less in the Catholic 
army." 

■• Yes, but what a man ! Did you never hear two lines — 
bad verse enough, but as good as your psalms — 

" For so many Guisards as keep the dance. 
So mjin)' M^rcs are slilt in France.'" 

" Idle threats, and nolhin<f more. ' answered Mergy. " k 
would be a long list if I were to run over all the crimes ol 
the Guisards themselves." 

■■ As for me, if 1 were King of France, this is what 1 
would do to restore peace. 1 would stow Guises and Cha- 
tillons both in a good leathern bag, well sewn and well tied 
up, and 1 would throw them into the sea with a thousand 
tpiintals of iron for ballast, that not a soul might esca|)e. 1 
could find room in the bag lor some other folk too," 

" It is lucky, then, that you are not King of France." 

After this, the conversation took a livelier turn, politics 
and theology both being dropped : and the brothers toUl 
all the little matters that had happened to them since 
they parted. Mergy frankly told against himself the story 
of the Lion d'Or ; and his brother. laughing heartily at it. 
joked him not a little on the loss of his eighteen crowns 
and his gooti chestnut. Hut the bells of a neighbouring 
church broke in on the talk. 

' Poltrot de M^^, who murdcnid the great Duke Francis of Guise at the 
siege of Orleans, just as the town was at the last extremity, CoHgny justi- 
fied himself, not loo successfully, from the char^'e of having allowed, or not 
]irevented, the crime. 
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" Parbleu !" said the captain. "Come to church this 
evening! I am sure it will amuse you." 

" Thank you, but I feel no desire to be converted yet." 
■■ Do come : to-day's preacher is Brother Lubin, a cor- 
delier who makes religion such a joke that crowds flock to 




hear him. Uesides, the whole Court is going to St. Jacques 
to day : 'tis a sight to see." 

"And will Madame de Tiirgis be there? and will she 
take her mask oft"?" 

" W'h)', certainly : --ihe is bound to be there. If you want 
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to enter your name for the stake, do not forget when church 
is over to wait at the door and offer her holy water. That 
is another of the admirable ceremonies of the Catholic 
Church. Heavens ! how many pretty hands I have 
squeezed ! how many billets-doux 1 have slipped in, while 
j^iving this same holy water ! " 

" Somehow it is so disgusting to me. that I do not think 
anything in the world would induce me to dip my finger 
in it." 

But the captain interrupted him with a shout of laughter; 
and both, having cloaked themselves, made for the church 
of St. Jacques, where a fair and numerous company was 
already assembled. 





TlIK SERMON, 

'■Wilh moulh well optn. i 
«|>alclirr of Hours f?wil »l liriving 
ihruutLh B Mast, Good al |»liihine off 
Vi(;ils; ami lo put ihe wliole shortly, 
init monk if cva Iherr 
I a; one since u monking 
•iM monked ilsmonkery." 
Rabelais. 



Captain George 
nd his brother 
. crossed the church to find 
a comfortable place near 
the preacher, their atten- 
tion was c.ui-lu ly bursts of laughter coming from the 
sacristy ; and going in thither, they found a fat man, with a 
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cheerful and florid countenance, clothed in the gown of 
St. Francis, and conversing in a ver)- lively manner with | 
half-a-dozen splendidly dressed young men. u 

" Come, children," said he, " be quick. The ladies are 
tired of waiting. Give me my text." 

" Talk of the tricks these same ladies play their hus- i 
bands," quoth one of the young men, whom George recog- 



is fertile, my boy : but what can 
n of the Fontoise preacher who 
row my cap at the head of that 
as planted her husbands brows 
real there was not a wife in the 
lier head with arm or mande. as 

said another, " I only came to 
rritliee give us something merry 
It is a sin which is fashionable 



I say so g 
cried : " I ^ 
woman amc 
thickest wi 
church who 
if to ward o 

■Oh, Vz 
sermon for your s^..^ : 
lo-day. Talk of love, 
enough now." 

" Fashionable, you call it ? Fashionable for you gentle- 
men who are twenty-five ; but 1 am well into my fifties. 
At my age one cannot talk of love ; and for my part I have 
forgotten what the sin means." 

" Don't make a prim mouth, Father Lubin. You can 
talk about it just as well as ever. We know you," 

" Yes." added Beville. " Preach on Luxury. The ladies 
will all say that you are very full of your subject." 

To which jest the cordelier replied with a sly wink. 
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loo sevece on that score : and in conscience, if 1 spoke at 
all on it, it would be to show how men risk their eternal 
welfare— for what? — for a single minute of pleasure ! " 

"Well then^But here is the captain. Come, George, 
give us a text. Father Lubin has promised to preach on 
the first subject we give him." 

■■ Yes," said the monk. " But death of my life ! be quick. 
I ought to be in the pulpit by this time." 

"Why, Father Lubin, you swear as well as the King 
cuuld do ! " cried George. 

■■ I bet he will not swear in his sermon," said iieville. 

"Why not, if the fancy takes me?" answered Father 
I-ubin boldly. 

■■ 1 bet ten pistoles that you will not dare." 

" Ten pistoles .' — Done ! " 

" I will go shares with you. Beville," said the captain. 

" No, no ! " said he. " I will have the good father's 
money all to myself: and if he swears, faith! I shall not 
regret my own. Oaths from a preacher are quite worth ten 
pistoles." 

"And I tell you that the money is mine." said Father 
Lubin. " I will begin my sermon with three oaths. Ah, 
my good young gentlemen, because you wear sword at side 
and plume in hat, you think you alone know how to swear. 
We shall see." 

And so speaking he went out of the sacristy and mounted 
the pulpit. Forthwith a deep silence fell on the assembly. 

The preacher ran his eyes over the crowd that thronged 
round the pulpit, as if to find out the layer of the bet ; and 
descrying him leaning against a pillar immediately in front, 
he bent his brows, set fist on hip, and in the tone of an 
angry man began thus ; 
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" My dear brethren, by the virtue ! by the death ! by the 
blood ! ■■ 

A murmur of indignant surprise interrupted him, or 
rather filled the pause which he designedly made. 

" — of God," continued the Franciscan, with the most pious 
twang possible, " we are saved and delivered from hell." 

A roar of sjeneral lauEfhter interrupted him for the second 
time s purse from his girdle, shook it 

ostei.^^^.jus :acher as an admission that he 

had lost. 

" Well, mj ontinued the unruffled father. 

" you think it » you not ? ' We are saved and 

delivered fron e are comfortable words, think 

you ? We ca is and take our ease. We have 

got rid of thot ames. As for purgatory-fire, it 

Is only as it w a g with a taper, to be cured by 

oil of masses — a dozen at most. Come, let us eat, let us 
drink, let us go and see Polly and Dolly. This is how 
you reckon, hardened sinners that you are. Now I. Brother 
Lubin — I tell you that you reckon without your host 

'■ Vou, for instance, you heretical gentry, you Huguenots 
of the Huguenots, you think that it was to deliver jv« from 
iiell that our Saviour deigned to let Himself be crucifi( 
Fools ! It is very likely, is It not, that He should h; 
His precious blood for rascals like you,'' That woul 
been (not to speak irreverently) throwing pearls to si 
AnfX our Saviour's way was the other — to throw swine 
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The speaker coughed, and stopped a minute to see and 




enjoy the effect of liis eloquence on the 
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faithful ; then he went on ; 
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thinking you are in the pleasant suburbs of Paradise already. 
To speak frankly, my brethren, it is farther from the Court 
where you dwell to Paradise (even if you take the short cut 
across) than it is from Saint Lazare to the Porte St. Denis. 
" * The virtue, the death, the blood of God have saved 
\ ou and delivered you from hell.' Yes, I grant you, by 
freeing you from the burden of original sin. But woe to 
\ ou if Satan catches you up again. And I tell you that he 
goeth about seeking whom he may devour. Oh, my dear 
brethren, Satan is one who could teach a trick or two of 
lence to Big John, Little John, and the Englishman himself; 
and 1 tell vou of a truth, fierce are the attacks he makes 
on us. 

* I'or as soon as we doff our petticoats, and are breeched 
as soon, 1 say, as we are in case to be guilty of 

nv^rial sin— Master Satan challenges us to the Pr^-aux- 
<. kivs of this life. Our arms are the holy sacraments: as 
tvM him, lu- has a whole arsenal of weapons, to wit, our sins, 
which supi'ly him with arms of offence and defence at once. 

• 1 can see him coming on the ground : his cuirass of 
^, ;..'.'. '.1 on his body, his spurs of id/cncss dX his heels, the 
Kmil; sword o\ /uxuj'y at his girdle. His dagger is cnvyy he 
wrars r^ri.ir on his head as a man-at-arms wears his morion: 
lu ha^ ..>: .;;\\ r in his pocket to use at need ; and anger, with 
inNiihs, a\\k\ all that follow them, he holds in his mouth : — 
wluncr it will he clear to you that he is literally armed to 

llu- l«.rlh. 

■ W hen K^^oA has given the word, Satan does not, like our 
piiiu lilioiis diiclhsts, say, 'Sir, are you ready?' but plunges 
u adlonij o\\ the Christian without cr\incr, *'Ware ! ' But the 
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Here the preacher, to make his discourse clearer, took a 
crucifix, and began to fence with it. lunging and parrying 
exactly as a fencing-master would use a foil to illustrate a 
ditHcult stroke. 

" Satan, in the very act of recovery, puts in a cut of anger, 
and then, feinting with hypocrisy, thrusts in quart with^nViV. 
The Christian first protects himself with palietue, and then 
replies to pride with a lunge from kumilily. Satan, angry 
at this, tries at once a resolute stoccata with luxury, but 
perceiving it to be parried with morlijicaiion, he throws 
himself recklessly on his foe. trying to trip up his heels with 
idleness, and at the same time aiming a dagger blow of 
envy at him, while he tries to slip avarice into his heart. 
Then is there need of a firm foot and a quick eye. With 
labour the trick of idleness is foiled ; the dagger of em'y is 
blunted by love-of-our-neighbour (not an easy parry, my 
friends) ; and as for the privy thrust of avarice, nothing but 
charily can ward off that. 

" Hut. my brethren, how many of you are there who. 
when attacked thus in tierce and in quart, with cut and with 
thrust, would be ever ready with a parry for every pass of 
the Enemy? Many a champion have I seen beat to the 
ground : and then, if he has not swift recourse to cotitrition, 
he is a lost man ; and you cannot be too quick in using this 
last resort. You think, you courtiers, that Peccavi is a short 
word to say. Alas! my brethren, how many poor dying 
sinners try to say it and their voice fails them at the Pee! 
And then, presto ! there is a soul carried off by the devil ! 
Fetch it back who can," 

Brother Lubin continued his eloquent harangue for some 
considerable time ; and when he came down the pulpit steps 
a connoisseur in style observed, that though he had preached 
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iCiiittrf lar^-issoessi- Tae icrowi aKK&e way 
i. 7^2.1:! "'a 3 ir-i: 52vccrcii oi abi^ : ibr tbe 

iiisrt:: time ro ^lince at tbc coontess. He 

■. c:ic'r..:;.y see her features, thoi^ti tbey made 

■.-.yiT. ■-.-. him i5 2 whoie. Bui to Cominii^^ 

a r".''.rta; cliiike. thot^h at the same time 

i';r,o-A;r.^ ahy. He was iodignant at seeing 
.i.v,ir.: apjj'.-arance c^'Ufied with such a repu- 
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which he was at once ashamed. " What does it matter to 
me. after all ? I have hardly seeti his conquest, and do not 
grudge her to him." But his thoughts Iiad left a dis- 
agreeable impression, and he did not speak from the church 
to the captain's house. 

They found supper on table; but Mergy ate little, and as 
soon as the cloth was removed expressed a wish to return 
to his inn. The captain made no objection to his going, on 
condition that he would next day come and take up his 
quarters definitely. 

We need not say that Mergy was supplied by his brother 
with money, a horse, and so forth ; together with the address 
of the court tailor, and of the only shop where a gentleman 
who was anxious to stand well with the ladies could buy his 
gloves, his ruff's a la confusion, and his shoes a eric or 
a pont-iei'is. 

At last, darkness having set in, he returned to his inn. 
accompanied by two of his brother's serving-men well armed 
with sword and pistol ; for the streets of Paris after eight 
o'clock were more dangerous then than the road from 
Seville to Granada is now. 




CHAPTER VI, 



A PARTV LEADER. 



"Jockey of Norfolk, be not too bold ' 
For DIckoD ihy miuler is bouebl and sold." 

Shakesfcakk, King Kiihard 111. 



WHEN Bernard de Mergy returned to his modest 
hostelry he jjlanced m a melancholy manner at the 
worn and tarnished furniture. As he silently compared the 
walls, once whitewashed, nuw blackened with smoke, to the 
bright silken tapestries of the lodying he had just quitted — 
-as he remembered the beautiful painting of the Madonna, 
and saw nothing on his own walls but an old image of a 
saint, a ba.se enough thought entered his mind. All that 
luxur)', all that elegance, the good graces of ladies, the 
King's favour^all these desirable things had cost George 
but a word, a single word, easy enough to pronounce, for it 




( V Tir^ -riin rca: Taunt inrruga rfet j^cd- 
t.:r. zi^ ma^-smigr lefl. ant i atx 
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him the sights of the town, went by himself to the Hotel de 
Chatillon to present to the Admiral the letters with which 
his father had charged him. 

He found the courtyard of the hotel thronged with ser- 
vants and horses, and had some trouble in making his way 
through these to a large ante-room filled with squires and 
pages, who, though only armed with their swords, made up 
an imposing body-guard around the Admiral. An usher in 
black garments, after a glance at Mergy's lace collar and at a 
gold chain which his brother had lent him. made no difficulty 
in admitting him at once to the gallery where his master was. 

The Admiral was surrounded by nobles, gentlemen, and 
ministers of the gospel, to the number of more than forty 
— all standing with uncovered head and respectful attitude. 
He was very simply dressed in acomplete suit of black. His 
stature was lofty, but slightly bowed, and his bald forehead 
was wrinkled rather by the toils of war than by years. A 
long white beard fell upon his breast. His cheeks, naturally 
hollow, appeared even more so, thanks to a wound, the deep 
scar of which was hardly hidden by his long moustache ; 
for a pistol-ball at Montcontour had pierced his cheek and 
broken several teeth. His countenance was sad rather 
than severe, and men said that since the brave Dandelot's ' 
death none had seen him smile. He stood with his hand 
resting on a table covered with maps and plans, among 
which towered a huge quarto Bible ; while toothpicks 
scattered among the charts and papers bore witness to a 
habit which was often made the subject of jesL A secretary, 
seated at one end of the table, seemed hard at work writing 
letters, which he afterwards presented to the Admiral for 
signature. 




^ter be faa 
tbe BanjD 
arwJ more to jom as. \\c sfcd Ibtc bo bA. k s 

volunteers for Flaoden. Gcademta^ I ask j<oar £ 

ftiT the bon : j^ou already know the U^ vovdl (tf' Ac 

fathw-.' 

And M'-fjO" ^^ once r'-;-:'.-:^ ^ s::r; .f tm'zrici^ and 
'ff':,-^ ol assistance. ~ Are you a soldier afacady. my firieod 
\',-:T7iHr'l 'l ' asked the Admiral : 'have xvn ewer beard a 



M';r;;y blushed as he answered that he had doc j-et had 

■j/'-A ] :',k to tight for the religion. 

',or);^ratjlate yourself rather, young noan," said Col^y, 
■%■.'■'.-;, ■ ihat you have not yet been obliged to shed j-our 
:i.t.r;. :r]';ns blood. Thank God I " he added s^faiog. "dvil 



W PARTY LEADER. 



young man's shoulder. " I am sure," said he, " you will not 
belie the race from which you spring. As your father wishes, 
you shall serve first among my gentlemen ; and when we 
meet the Spaniards, capture one of their standards, and you 
shall have a cornetcy in my regiment on the spot." 

" Then I swear," cried Mergy 
resolvedly, "that at the first 
action I will he a cornet or my 
father shall lose a son." 

" Well said, brave boy ! You 
speai^ like your father ; " and he 
called his steward. "This," he 
said, " is my steward, Master 
Samuel. If you want money for 
outfit, talk to him." 

The steward bowed to Mergy, 
who quickly returned his thanks, 
but declined the kindness. " My 
father and my brother," he said, 
" have supplied my wants amply." 
" V'our brother? Is that Cap- 
tain George Mergy. who, at the first war, 
abjured his faith ? " 

Mergy dropped his head sadly; and though 

his lips moved his reply was inaudible. 

" ' lis a brave soldier," went on the Admiral ; " but what 

is courage without the fear of God ? Young man. you have 

in your family an example to shun as well as a pattern to 

follow." 

" I will trj' to imitate my brother's brave deeds, and not 
his perversion." 

" Well then, Bernard, come and see me often, and count 
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your friend. The cily you are in is no g<x»d school 
>c h'Jl I lii»|je to carry you soon where there will 

be nlory l cam." 

Mcrgy K)w<:d resfxictfully. and fell back into the circle 
which siir umded the Admiral. 

"(i(.n ii;n," said Coligny, resuming the conversation 

whi( h ^ y's entrance had interrupted, *' I hear good ncure 

from ;ill siu. ;. The assassins m i^ uen have been punished." 

" lUil IV It '' said an old minister »>f 

^;l()oniy and I 

■' You mist. . .leard the news of their 

piiiiishnii-nl. >ver ; n xed commission' is already ' 

;i|i]iuiiiH'd al Toiiloiise. Kv day his majesty gives proof \ 

ihai Ills justift: is equal for all." J 

1 I^L' iild minister shook his head doubtingly, and another 
^;n\lnMrd, tlnthed In black velvet, cried, "His justice Is 
<'<|ii.d ! Yes ; Charles and his worthy mother would like to 
'.nikc ;\\\ down — Chatillons. Montmorencys and Guises all 
ii'!;iilur willi a single blow." * 

■ S|)iMk more respectfully of your King, M. de Bonissan," 
..ill I ( 'oliLiny sliriily. " Let us. I pray you, at last forget our 
• x\.\ i;iu.|j;i>'. (iivc none cause to say that the Catholics 
l>i,i< li.,' Intur tlKin \vc do the divine precept of forgetful- 
ly ilir hones of my father!" muttered Bonissan, "they 
li.n. ilir c.isirr task ! My memory does not so easily let 
■liji iv\. Illy tluTf m.irtjTs of my kin." 

I h w.i-. ■■[.rakliii; tluis bitterly when an old and broken- 
ly ii,. ii.Mh «liuh>.uWilioUiml '■■•■'- 
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looking man, of repulsive aspect, wrapped in a worn grey 
mantle, entered the gallery, threaded the press, and gave a 
sealed paper to Coligny. 

"Who are you ?" said the Admiral, without breaking tlie 
seal. 

■' A friend." replied the old man hoarsely ; and he left the 
room at once. 

" I saw that man come out of the Hotel de Guise this 
very morning." said one gendeman. 

■■ He is a wizard," said another. 

" A poisoner," cried a third. 

■' The Duke of Guise has sent him to poison the .Admiral." 

■' To poison me } " cried Coligny shrugging his shoulders. 
" To poison me in a letter ! " 

" Have you forgotten the Queen of Navarre's gloves ?"' 
cried Bonissan. 

'■ I no more believe in the poisoned gloves than in the 
poisoned letter ; but ! do believe that the Uuke of Guise is 
incapable of such baseness." 

He was about to open the letter, when Bonissan llung 
himself upon him. and seized his hands, crying — 

" Do not unseal it, or you will inhale some mortal odour." 

All the company crowded round the Admiral, who strove 
to get rid of Bonissan. 

■' 1 see a black vapour arising from the letter!" cried one. 

And the general cry was, " Throw it away ! " 

" Unhand me. madmen!" said the Admiral struggling; 
and as they wrestled with him the paper fell on the llmor. 

' " HcT death," says n.Xubipn^. " nas caused by poison, commumcilcd 
to the hrain by perfumed gloves of ihe mannraclure of Messcr Rem' the 
Rorcnlinc, a wretch .since execratcil even by the (^)ueen'-% enemies.''^ 
//is/. Unir, II. ii. 
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"siioir )-our- 
do not give it 
tS fDB are sun; that 
with it." 
did not seem lo 
be n> die steward's taste; i 
but Meigj-. without hesi- i 
picked up the i 
letter and broke the seaL i 
The didc at once fell 
BJddy away from him, 
,ich man retiring as if 
. mine were about to be 
sprung in the 
^%-^_ middle of the 
Wr' \ room. Vet 
-"-• no e\-il va- 

pour came 




forth, and no 
one even 
sneezed. Some 
rather dirty 
paper, wiih a few lines of writing 
< n it, t'jrmed the sole contents of the terrible packet. And 
the sam-- i;idi\i(iuali who had been the first to retire were 
,-i!~'i thir tirst to come forward with smiling faces as soon as 
;t!i appearaixe o! danfjcr had vanished. 
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■' My Lord Admiral, if it had happened that this letter 
contained any poison subtle enough to kill by inhalation, it 
were better that a youth like myself fell victim, than you 
whose life is so precious to the religion." 

A murmur of admiration rose around him. Collgny 
pressed his hand with much feeling, and after a moment's 
silence said kindly — 

"As you have done the deed of unsealing this letter, read 
us the contents." 

Mergy at once read as follows : 

" The western sky glows with bloody light. Stars have 
fallen from the firmament, and flaming swords have been 
seen in the air. All but blind men must perceive what 
these things portend. Gaspard ! buckle on sword and 
spur, or in a few days' time the glcds shall glut themselves 
with thy flesh."' 

" By the ' gleds" he means the Guises !" said Bonissan. 
■■ G for G." ' 

The Admiral rai,sed his shoulders disdainfully, and no 
one spoke ; but it was clear that the prophecy h.ad made 
a certain impression on the company. 

" There be many folk,"' said Coligny coolly. " at Paris 
who busy themselves with folly. Do not men say that 
there arc some ten thousand rascals here who live by fortune- 
telling ? " 

'■ The warning, such as it is, is not to be despised," said 
a captain of infantry. " The Duke of Guise has said openly 

' [It was necessar)- to be unfaithful here, ihe play on geai ("jay," not 
exactly "glcd " or "kite,') and ihe leUer^ as pronounced in French, being 
unmanageable in English. I have (herefote changeil ihe bird, and para- 
phrased Uonissan's "le nom d'un oiseau est mis li au lieu de la letlre qui 
sc prononce de mtrae,"] — Tranilahr'i note. 
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enough that he shall never sleep sound till he has passed 
his sword through your body." 

" It is so easy," added Bonissan, "for an assassin to obtain 
admission to you ! Were [ in your place, I would never 
go to the Louvre without a corslet on." 

" Go to, comrade," said the Admiral, " It is not with oM 
soldiers like us that assassins meddle : they fear us more 
than we fear them." 

He talked for some time longer about the Flanders 
campaign and the affairs of the religion. Divers persons 
brought him petitions to present to the King, and he re- 
ceived them all kindly, addressing some affable remark to 
each suitor. At length, as ten o'clock struck, he called for 
his liat and gloves, to go to the Louvre, and some of the 
company took leave ; but the greater number went ,wilh 
him, to serve at once as suite and escort. _ 




WQOtt 




CHAI'TER VII. 

THE captain had no sooner caught sight of his brother 
than he crit^il out — 
" Well, have you seen Gaspard the First ? How did he 
receive you ?" 

■■ With kindness that I shall never forget." 
" 1 am very glad of it." 
" Oh, George, what a man ! " 

■' Wiiat a man ? 1 take it he is a man much Hkc the rest 
of us; with, let iis say, a little more ambition and a htlle 
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iiiore faculty of endurance than my footman, not to mention 
tile ditTerence of their origin. M. de Chatillon's birth has 
done something for him." 

" Did his birth teach him the art of war or make him the . 
first captain of our time ? " 

"Why no: though his proficiency in that respect has 
not saved him from being always beaten. But there, let i 
us You have seen the Admiral , 

to : ■ 'e every man his due of honour : 

an^ jou I paying yoi^"^ respects to M. de ■ 

Chatillon. come and hunt to-morrow? If 

you will, 1 : you there to someone who 

is also woi lat is to say, Charles, King of ■ 

France." 

" What ! o go to the royal hunt ? " 

'■ I do : a ,v re see the prettiest ladies as well 

as the finest horsca oi Lue Court. The meet is at the 
Chateau de Madrid, and we must be there early to-morrow 
morning. I will give you my dapple grey, and I warrant 
you there will be no need of spurring to keep up with the 
hounds." 

At this moment a lackey gave Mergy a letter, which one 
of the King's pages had just brought. Mergy opened it, 
and his brother's surprise equalled his own when they found 
enclosed a cornet's commission, drawn up in regular form, 
and witli the King's seal attached. 

" Plague take us ! " said George ; " here is a prompt mark 
of favour! But why the devil does Charles IX., who is 
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in opening which he had shown so much courage. The 
captain laughed consumedly at the end of the adventure, 
and rallied him on it without mercy. 





CHAPTKK VIII. 



.\ CUNVERSATION Uk CWKKN 



AM) rllK AITIIOK. 



"AH! Mr. Author, what an opportunity have you hepL' 
.*V of drawing portraits — and such portraits! You are 
going to take us to the Chateau de Madrid, in the midst of 
the Court — and such a Court ! Will you exhibit it thoroughly 
to us, French-Italian as it was ? Will you pass alt its no- 
tables, one after the other, before us? How much we shall 
learn, and how interesting a day spent among so many great 
personages will be ! " 
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" Alas ! master reader, what is this that you ask ? 1 vish , 

had the talent for writing a historj' of France : in that case 

-should not spend my time in writing romances. But tell 

le wliy you wish mc to introduce you to peo]^ who have 

na part to play in my story ?" , 

" But it is a shame of you not to make them play a part ' 
in it! You drag me off to the year 1572, and then you , 
w, ' : the portraits of all these great \ 

m ly-shallying ; begin at once. I 

wi.u .;ii door of the wilhdraiL'iiig rootm 

opened, am, — 

" But. goi were no withdrawing rooms at 
the ChAtcau 'a/oas only began " 

" Well, w 'te great hall was froiL'ded, and 
among oihcri n perceived 

■' Perhaps you \. >d enough to say who ?" . 

" Why, uf course, t^rtarles IX. in the first place." 1 

■' And in the second ?" 

" Soft : not so fast. Tell me first what the King wore ; 
then sketch his person, and then his character. That is the 
regular path that every novelist has to tread nowadays." 

" What he wore ? It was a hunting dress, with a great 
horn slung round his neck." 

■' You are laconic." 

" .As for his looks, let us see it would be much better 

for you to go and see his bust at the Angoul^me Museum, 
Room 2, Number 98." 

" Hut, good Mr. Author, I live in the country; and would 
you make me come to Paris on purpose to see a bust of 
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neck is stretched out, and his forehead leans "--^^^ 

forward in an awkward fashion ; his nose is 
rather thick, his lips are tliin and long, and 
the upper one protrudes ; his complexion is 
pale, and his large greenish eyes never look 
his interlocutor tn the face. But you will not 
see ' Saint Bartholomew,' or anything Hke 
it, written in his glance. Far from 
it : his expression is only rather ^ ^^ 
stupid and wistful, 
ferocious. You 
picture it well enou 
by fancying a youn; 
Englishman who 
makes his ap- 
pearance in a 
large drawing- 
room where ; 
everyone is sit- 
ting down. He 
walks through a ^'^ 
double row of 
well-dressed womc 
who are silent as I 
passes : he entangh 
himself with tb 
dress of one. jostlt 
another's chair, ai 
(he utmost diffici 
reaching the lady 
house. Then, and 
he sees that in getting out of his carriage 
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muddied the sleeve of his coat against the wheel. You must 
have seen faces aghast in this fashion; perhaps, indeed, 
you may have seen your own re- 
flected in some mirror before the 
habit of going into society made 
you indifferent to the effect of 

your entrance " 

■' And Catherine de Medicis i*" 
" Catherine de Medicis! Deuce 
take me if I had so much as 
thought of her. I think I shall 
never have to mention her name 
again; but if you must know, she 
was a stout woman, well enough 
preserved, as the saying is, with 
a thick nose, and lips pinched 
like those of a person who feels 
the first approach of seasickness. 
Her eyes are half shut, she "is 
constantly yawning, and her voice 
Cakes the same tone whether it 
says, 'Who will rid me of that 
hateful Bearnese woman ?' or 
' Madeleine, give my Naples lap- 
dog some sugared. cream,' " 

" Good : but please put some- 
thing more noteworthy in her 
mouth. She has just (so they say) 
!iad Jeanne d'Albret poisoned, and 
ihereoughttobisome sign of that." 
■ Not at all ; for if any signs showed, what would become 
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information is correct, she talked of notliiii<j but the weather 
all that day." 

"And Henry IV.? and Margiierite of Navarre? Show 
us Henry, the brave, gallant, kind Henry; show us Mar- 
guerite slipping a billet into a page's hand, while her hus- 
band, for his part, squeezes a maid of honour's fingers." 

" As for Henry, no one could guess in that young 
featherhead the future hero and King of France. He has 
forgotten his mother, but a fortnight dead ; and is talking to 
nobody but a pricker, with whom he holds endless converse 
about the slot of the stag who is about to be started. I will 
spare you that, especially as I hope you are no sportsman. " 

'■ And Marguerite ?" 

'■ She was not well that day, and kept her room." 

"A neat way of getting rid of her! But the Duke of 
Anjou, and Cond^, and Guise, and Tavannes, Retz. La 
Rochefoucauld. T^ligny. Thore, Meru, and all the rest ?" 

" You seem to know more about them than i do. I am 
going to talk about my friend Mergy." 

"Sir, I am sorry to perceive that I shall not find what 1 
sought in this story of yours." 

" Really. I am verj' much afraid you will not." 




CHAPTER IX 



THE GLOVE. 

" There felt a slipper [gtove] from ihe ri^ht 
hiUKl of my LaAy BIoDEhe (rnini the left 
il had been o( no co[ue<iuence), ami inade 
Love lei Sj his shad al Ihc hidalgot." — LaiI'e 
t>c Veca, Elguanlt di Delia Blaiiia. 



TH E Court was at the Chdteau de Madrid, and the 
Queen-mothtr, surrounded by her ladies, was In her 
chamber, expecting the King to come and breakfast with her 
before getting in the saddle. The King himself, followed by 
the princes, was slowly crossing a gallery where all the 
gentlemen who were about to follow the hunt were assembled. 
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He listened wilh an inattentive air to the speeches which 
hU courtiers made to him, frequently answering with 
abruptness. As he passed before the two brothers the 
captain bent one knee and presented the new cornet. 
Mergy, with a profound bow, thanked his majesty for the 
honour which he had received before doing an)thing to 
deserve it. 

" Ah ! you are he of whom my father the Admiral spoke. 
You are Captain George's brother?" 

" Yes, sire." 

" Are you Catholic or Huguenot ?" 

" 1 am a Protestant, sire." 

" I but asked you for curiosity's sake. The devil take 
nie if 1 care of what religion those are who serve me well." 
W'itli which notable words the King turned into the Queen's 
a|tartnients. 

A few inomcnts afterwards a bevy of ladies spread them- 
selves alKuit the gallerj', seemingly sent to make the time 
ap]K-ar less long to the intending riders. I shall mention 
Imt A siujjle beauty jn a Court fertile in beauties — the Coun- 
ir-isdc Tuigis, who plays a great part in this story. She wore 
tt riiliii^-lialiit of a dasliing and elegant fashion, and had not 
>rl ]iul oil her mask. Her complexion, of dazzling white- 
iH '.s. lull liiij^cil by no colour anywhere, set off her jet-black 
li.iii ; .111.1 luT arched eyebrows, just meeting in the midst, 
y_.\\-- 111 liir cxjiivssiou an air of hardness, or rather of pride, 
4\ iilii'iii iU-.iiin in^ tlie attraction of her features as a whole. 
1 111 111.! imiiri'ssiuii iliat her large blue eyes gave was one 
m( li.iiii;lii\ disdain; Imt wlicn she talked with interest the 
IihimI, \M ir s.'on Men uniilatc like a cat's, her glance lighted 
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" Look at the Countess de Ttirgis ! How 
beautiful she is to-day!" the courtiers mut- 
tered to each other, pressing forward to see 
her better. Mergy, who happened to be full 
in her path, was so struck with her beauty 
that he remained motionless, and had no 
thought of making way for her till the coun- 
tess's wide silken sleeves touched his 
doublet. 

She noticed his emotion, perhaps with 
pleasure, and deigned for a moment to 
fix her lovely eyes on his, which fell at 
once, while his cheeks reddened deeply. 
The countess smiled, and as siie 
passed, she dropped one of 
her gloves in front of our 
hero, who, still en- 
tranced and motion- 
less, never thought 
of picking it up. 
Immediately a 
fair young man 
(none other 
than Com- 
minges), who 
happened to be 
behind Mergj' 
pushed rudely past him to sei? 
the glove, which, after kissing 
devoutly, he returned to M: 
dame de Turgis. She did n< 
thank him, but turned to Mtrg 
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J azed at him for a time with an air of withering contempt, 
nd then, noticing Captain George near him, "Captain," 
jjaid she, " tell me where this tall simpleton comes from ? lo 
j idge by his courtesy he must be some Huguenot."' 

A general burst of laughter at the remark completed the 
confusion of its unlucky object. 

" 'Tis my brother, lady." replied George, not quite so loud. 
" He has been at Paris but three days ; and on my honour 
ht an Lannoy was before you were 

I hand." 

The cou. ttle. " Captain," said she, " that 

is an nnkint lo ill of the dead. But give me 

your hand ; age lo you from a lady who has 

somewhat to )u." 

The capt id ceremoniously, and conducted 

her to a wnmuw si le distance ; but as she went she 

turned back once more to look at Mergy. 

He, still dazzled by the beautiful apparition at which lie 
burned to gaze, and to which he did not dare to lift his eyes, 
felt a gentle tap on his shoulder. Turning, he saw the 
Baron de Vaudreuil, who took his hand and led him aside, 
that they might, as he said, talk without fear of interruption. 

" My dear friend," said the baron, " you are quite a new- 
comer in this region, and it is possible that you do not yet 
know its rules of behaviour." 

Mergy looked at him with astonished eyes. 

'■ Your brother is busy and cannot advise you ; but if you 
will allow me I will endeavour to supply his place." 

" I am ignorant, sir, what occasion " 

" You have been grievously insulted ; and, seeing you in 
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" Vengeance ! on whom ? " said Mergy, blushing to the 
whites of his eyes. 

" Did not little Comminges jostle you rudely just now ? 
The whole Court saw the business, and expects you to take 
it seriously." 

" But," said Mergy, " in so crowded a hall it is nothing 
wonderful that someone should have pushed me without 
Intending it." 

" M. de Mergy, 1 have not the honour to know you 
well, but your brother is my intimate friend, and he can 
tell you that I practise, as well as I can, the divine precept 
as to forgiving injuries. I should be very sorry to urge 
you into an unnecessary quarrel ; but at the same time I 
think it my duty to tell you that Comminges did not push 
you by accident. He pushed you because he wished to 
insult you ; and if he had not pushed you he would still have 
given you cause of offence ; for by picking up Madame de 
Turgis's glove he intruded upon a privilege which belonged 
to you. The glove was at your feet, therefore you only 
had the right to pick it up. Besides, you have only to turn 
your head, and you will see Comminges at the end of the 
gallery pointing the finger of scorn at you," 

Mergy turned, and did perceive Comminges in the midst 
of a knot of young men telling some story to which they 
listened with interest. Nothing, it is true, showed that this 
group was talking of him ; but as his charitable adviser 
spoke Mergy felt his heart filled with violent rage. 

" I will meet him after the hunt," said he. " and ! will 
discover " 

'■ Never postpone a good resolution of this kind. Besides, 
it is much less of an offence to God to challenge your 
adversary immediately after the insult than to do it when 




'^-- Protestant, 

^ meeting : I ■ 
of vou at once. ' 



Anyhow, arrange your 
ill brii^ him to speech 
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" Do not deceive yourself, my good friend : Comminges 
lias never pronounced the words ' I was wrong.' But all 
the same, he is a man of the nicest honour, and will give 
you every possible satisfaction." 

Mergy did what he could to choke down all emotion and 
to assume a careless air. 

" If 1 have been insulted." said he, " I must have satis- 
faction ; and whatever it is 1 shall know how to insist on it." 

" 'Tis well, my hero ; I am glad to see your pluck ; for 
you cannot be ignorant that Comminges is one of our best 
swordsmen. Faith ! 'tis a gentleman whose weapons are 
much at home in. his hand. He learnt of Brambilla at 
Rome ; and Petit- Jean declines fencing with him any more." 

And as he spoke he looked keenly at Mergy's face; a 
face somewhat pale, but, as it seemed, rather with wrath at 
the insult than with fear at its con.sequences. 

" I should like to be your second in the business ; but not 
to mention that lo-morruw is my day fur taking the sacra- 
ment, I am pledged to M. de Rheincj'. and 1 cannot draw 
sword with anyone else." ' 

'• I thank you. sir ; but if we come to extremities my 
brother will be my second." 

" The captain is a very experienced gendcman in this 
kind of afi'air. Meanwhile I will bring Comminges to you 
for an explanation." 

Mergy bowed, and turning towards the wall, he busied 
himself in arranging the terms of the challenge and in settling 
his countenance. There is a certain graceful manner of 
bidding defiance, which, like a good many other graceful 
habits, can only be learnt by practice. Now our hero was 

' It was a point of honour for a raffink not lo enltr into any new ■luatrd 
while he had one unsettled. 
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a bt^inner, and he therefore fdt a licdc awkwardness ; but 
for the moment he was much less afraid of receiving a sword- 
thriisl than of saying something unbecoming a gentleman, 
lie had. however, scarcely hit upon words ai once reso- 
lute and polite, when the Baron de Vaudreuil, putting his 
hand on his arm, sent them straight out of hts head. 

Comminges. hat in hand, and bowing with very Insolent 
p ''' •» - t- -^ ^ honeyed tone. "" Vou wish to 
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with anger ; and he answered at 
once, nior*. le could have hoped, "' You have 

hehavcd to ent manner, an^ 1 demand satis- 

faction." 

Vaudrcui, ead tn approval; but Comminges, 

al once res right posture, and setting (as was 

ihcn proper ... suci. ) fist on hip, observed with much 

gnivily : "You present yourself then, sir, as challenger: 
and 1 .l^i challcngeil hsvc the choice of arms." 
" \\\kii iJKisc uhi<:]i please you besL" 
(.■i>niniinijcs appeared to reflect for a moment 
" rht- tuck." ' he said, " is a good weapon, but it makes 
iii^K wounds; and .It our age," he added, smiting, "one 
.l.vs ni>( c.ire to show a scar all over the face to one's 
niisnvss. rhf rapier makes but a small hole, but 'twill 
sci\i-," aiul he smiled again. " Rapier and dagger, then, 

■ \ ii\ well," s.iiil Men^-; and he made as if he would 

,1, ,...,, 

■ Oil. ni.Miii lu, ■ xiiii \ audix'iiil ; "you have not agreed on 
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" All the Court goes to the Pr^-aux-CIercs," said Com- 
minges ; " and if, sir. you do not prefer another place " 

" The Pre-aux-Clercs be it." 

" Then for the hour ? I shall not rise till eight o'clock, 
for private reasons which you will understand. Nor do 1 
sleep at home to-night, and I could hardly be at the Pre 
before nine." 

" At nine o'clock, then." 

As Mergy turned his eyes away, he saw close to him the 
Countess de Turgis. who had left the captain in talk with 
another lady ; and it will be easily understood that at the 
sight of the fair causer of these harms, our hero charged his 
countenance with a double dose of solemnity and affected 
indifference. 

'■ For some time past," said Vaudreuil, " the fashion has 
been to fight in scarlet drawers. If you have not got a 
[lair ready made, I can lend you one. They make neater 
work : blood does not show on them." 

" That seems to me childish," said Comininges ; and 
Mergy smiled a rather awkward assent. 

" Well then, my friends," said the baron, who seemed 
quite in his element, " we have nothing more to do than to 
arrange the seconds and thirds for the meeting." ' 

" M, de Merg)'," said Comminges, "' is a newcomer at 
Court, and he might have some difficulty in finding a 
third. So I will be content with a second only, to oblige 
him." 

Mergy, with some little difficiiity. forced his lips into a 
sort of smile. 

"Courtesy can go no farther," said the baron. " Indeed, 

' The seconds were often not mere spectators, but fought thi;iiisclvi.'s. 
The phrases " to second " " to ihirJ " someone were in ust, 
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it is a real plt;asurc to have to -do with a gentleman so 
obliging as M, de Comminges." 

" As you will need a rapier of the same length as mine," 
coiitiniied Comminges. " I recommend yon Laurent, at the 
Golden Sun, in tht Rue de la Ferronnerie. He is the best 
armourer in town. Tell him that I have sent you, and he 
will serve you well." 

ed on his heel, and retired with 
ni : of young men he had just left. 

. -onj Bernard," said Vaudreui! ; " you 

managed > excellently. "Tis well — ^'tis very 

well ! Comr xuslomed to hear such language. 

He is fearet ice, especially since he killed tall 

Can iliac ; fo lichel, whom he also killed two 

months ago, great honour in that. St. Michel 

could not fence m, ile Canillac had already killed his 

man five or six times without a scratch. He had studied at 
Naples under Borelli ; and they said that Lansac on his 
deathbed had left him the secret of the pass with which he 
did so much mischief. To tell the truth, though," added he 
as if to himself, "Canillac had plundered the church of 
Auxerre and cast the host to earth, so there is no wonder 
that he was punished." 

Mergy, who did not find these particulars amusing, felt 
nevertheless constrained to keep up the talk, for fear that 
some suspicion unfavourable to his gallantry should occur 
to Vaudreuil. 

■■ Happily," said he, " 1 never plundered a church, and in 
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cost Captain Tomaso liisHife. He cried out that his sword- 
point was broken, and Tomaso raised his own sword abovt; 
his head, expecting a cut : but Conuninges's blade was 
sound enough, for it went up to a foot from the hilt in 
Tomaso's breast, which he had left unguarded, not expecting 
the point. But as you are to use rapiers, there will be less 
danger of this." 

•' I will do my best." 

"Ah! but listen. Miiul you choose a dagger with a 
stout shell ; it is invaluable for parrying. Do you see the 
scar on my left hand ? I got that by going out without a 
dagger one day. Young Tallard and 1 quarrelled, and I 
was near losing my left hand for lack of a poniard." 

" Was Tallard wounded ? " asked Mergy absently. 
" I killed him, thanks to a vow which I made to Mon- 
seigneur Saint Maurice, my patron. But have some lint 
and some linen about you ; "twill do no harm, for a man is 
not always killed out of hand. And it would be well to 
have your sword put on the altar during mass-time. But 
there, again, you are a Protestant. One word more : have 
no punctilio about breaking ground, but give him as much 
exercise as possible. He is not well-breathed ; pump him; 
and when you get the chance, a good lunge in the chest, 
and your man is done for." 

He might have gone on a long time with this e.\cellent 
advice, if a loud flourish on the horns had not given warning 
that the King was about to take horse. The door of the 
Queen's apartments opened, and Their Majesties, in hunting 
costume, made for the entrance steps. 

Captain George, who had just left his lady, came to his 
brother, and clapping him on the shoulder, said cheerfully: 

•■ By the mass ! you are a lucky rascal ! Do you see 
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this young man with his kitten's whiskers ? He no sooner 
shows himself than all the women are mad after him. Know 
you that your fair countess has been talking to me about 
you for a full quarter of an hour ? Come, pluck up your 
spirits ! Keep at her side during the hunt, and be as 
gallant as you can. But what the devil is the matter with 
yoM ' Vnii Innl- ill nnA vQur face is as long as a minister's 
at nan, confound you ! " 

about the hunt, and I should 



lik 

"If you 
will think yi 

" Come a 
his heated b 
the hunt was 
" Twould be a SI, 
thought me afraid, oi j 



hispered Vaudreuil, "Comminges 
: him." 

id Mergy, passing his hand over 
acting that he had better wait till 
elling his adventure to his brother. 
loughthe, " if Madame de Tiirgis 
sne believed that the idea of a duel 



to come spoilt my pleasure in the sport." 





" The very butcher of a tilk I>u[l< ■• 
■ diKllisI, a duelliti, a gciillcRian ' 
the lery finl hauw —of the fintt an 
tcconil caiue : ah ! the imnuirul fiai 
ladt! Ihe fMnie rrxfrm .'"—ShaKi 

a^EAKC. A'«MA> OMjJulitl. 



A GREAT number of 
ladies and gentlemen, 
richly dressed and splendid I 
mounted, were passing in a' 
directions about the court of the 
chateau. The blare of horns, the bay 
loud jests of the riders, made 



of the hounds, the 
luibbub delightful to 
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y7 . and. hanBy kwawwig what lie JMifa—im—JfMeartfce | 

f EonHcss, already mskcd, aod 
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curb. 

~ Here b id he to t&e AHauna isi 

whispcT. bu X Mexgy to c^A I 

" Be kind u »e has been haad hk ercra 

the day he * ouvre." 

- I have pmgo line aktadf.' she s 
ihonly : " vhat s il ? 

~ It is Remaril Observe, miifmtr. tiial his s^sf is of tibc 

- Can he ride .' " 

■ Vi>u i'naW set." 

He ix'xed. and hastened off to the side of oae of die 
O-jeen'^ kdies. to %hom for some time past he had been 
-.avinc hi> arientions: and there, leanii^ over his saddlefaov. 
« !:?. r.is hand on the lair one's bridle, he sooo ibr^ot all 
,-.':v,:: h:> Vroiher and his beautiful but hai^fat^' companion. 
\ , .: kr.ow Commir.^es then. M. de Mergj?' asked 

1 :--.A,:.\:".t- ' \t:rv h:iic. answered he hesitatii^y. 
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her eyes, through her mask, setjiietl to read to the bottom 
of Mergy's soul. 

Here, to his great satisfaction, for tlie conversation em- 
barrassed him alarmingly, a lady interrupted it by addressing 
the countess. But he continued to follow her. hardly know- 
ing why; perhaps he thought it might annoy Comminges, 
who was watching him from a distance. 

They left the chdteau : a stag was started, and as he 
plunged into the forest all the hunt followed him. Mergy 
observed, not without surprise, the skill which Madame de 
Turgis showed in managing her horse, and the boldness 
with which she urged him across every obstacle in her way. 
He owed it only to the goodness of his own barb that he 
was not left behind ; but to his great annoyance the Count 
de Comminges, as well mounted as himself, also accom- 
panied her, and despite the speed of a headlong gallo|j, 
despite his own special attention to the chase itsell, fre- 
quently spoke to the fair horsewoman, while Mergy silently 
envied his light and careless deportment, and especially his 
skill in saying pleasant nothings which he thought must 
amuse the countess as much as they annoyed himself. As 
for other matters, the two rivals, urged by a noble emulation, 
found neither hedges high enough nor ditches wide enough 
to stop them, and risked both their necks twenty times over. 

Suddenly the countess, leaving the miin body of the hunt, 
struck into a ride diverging from that which the King and 
his following had entered. 

"What are you doing?" cried Comminges, "you are 
going wrong : do you not hear the horns and hounds on the 
other side ? " 

"Well; take the other ride if you like. Who [irevents 
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Cooiminges made no answer, and fbOowed her, as did 

;erg>-. But when thej- had gone some hundreds of yartls 

L > the ride the countess slackened ber pace, a movement 

which was imitated at once by Comminges to the right and 

^ ergN' lo ihe left of her, 

" That is a good cfaai^er of jtjuts. M. de Mergj-," said 
Comminges : " he has noc turned a hair." 

" 'Tis a barb which my brother bought from a Spaniard. 
Y* vord-vound he got at Monlcon- 

to 

"Have) If?" said the countess to Mer^-. 

" No, ma 

'• Then yc ;ceived a shot-wound ? 

" Never, n 

•' Nor a sv 

•' Nor that .«;i 

Mergj' thought he injiiced a smile on her face. As for 
Comminges. he pulled his mousiache with a sarcastic air. 

" Nothing is more becoming to a young gentkmanthan a 
pretty wound," said he. " Do you not think so, madaine ?" 

" Yes ; if it is well won." 

" What do you mean by well won ? " 

" I mean that a wound received on the battle-field is 
glorious. But it is different in a duel ; I know nothing 
mure despicable than that." 

" 1 am to suppose that M. de Mergy had some conversa- 
liim with you before getting to horse?" 

■' Nd," said the countess drily. 

Mergy rode his horse close to Comminges. "Sir," 
wliisixjred he, " as soon as we have rejoined the hunt we can 
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Comtninj^es looked at him with a mixture of pity and 
approval. 

" Good ; 1 am very well disposed to believe you," an- 
swered he. ■' But as for your suggestion, I cannot accede to 
it. We are not nobodies to fight by ourselves ; and our 
friends who are to be of the party would never forgive us for 
not waiting for them." 

" As you like, sir," said Mergy, and he rode once more up 
to the side of Madame de Turgis, whose horse had made 
some paces in front. She rode with her head bowed on her 
breast, and seemed lost in thought ; nor did the trio exchange 
a word till they reached an open space at the end of the 
ride into which they had -struck. 

" Is not that a bugle blast ?" asked Comminges. 

" I think it comes from the copse on our left," said Mergy. 

" Yes, it is the horn ; 1 am sure of it now ; and a Bologna 
horn too. May I jjerlsh if it is not my friend Fompignan's. 
You would hardly believe, M. de Mergy, the difference 
between a true Bologna horn and those which our wretched 
Paris craftsmen make." 

" That particular one certainly sends its sound far." 

"And what a sound! How full! Ihe verj- hounds as 
they hear it might forget that they have run ten leagues. 
I n fact, nothing is really well made out of I taly and Flanders. 
What do you think of this Walloon ruff of mine ? It suits a 
hunting dress well enough: 1 have ruffs and collars a ia 
confusion to go to balls in : but this plain thing here, do you 
think they could make it in Paris? Not a whit : I got it 
from Breda. If you like. I can get you another from a 

friend of mine who is in Flanders. Hut " and he broke 

off with a shout oi laughter — -" Begad ! how thoughtless 1 
am. 1 had quite forgotten ' 



7'itt v.iintcss ircw irride. * CiBniiiii^s." iiie ssuL " the 
lunc s n :mnt ■iier*!^ ind jO ;iuig^ by die bom die st^ is 

■ Air: tt-jI 70I1 3tic be in ac rfic <iesh *" 

■ '^Vv) vertaitiiv .iificrTrise >wr base as hunCMi i eu and 
.^i-,r«nnin is rrmt ' 

■ T'-.en yji 3I11SC aiake 'laae." 

' S'T-, \yjr licTies aa.ve sad oiik cd breatfie^ Come, give 

f ,r ~ . zATu I im dr^i. ami :>iiall stay hert M. de 
W'-ry-j ■»..'. r>:ar nui cocipaav- Now rn." 

H-.z 

. ■ " I tr, zfz'il jo'^ twice ? Set ^purs to yoar horse." 
I", ,t C'.rr.rr.ir.i^ei cl-i not stir: his cheeks dusfaed, and he 
l'^/^\'t\ r-'.m \U:T^v CO di^ Cii'iint&js with darning eyes. 

M;i/;.:~': -■;': T:;r;4iT Ccsires a t^U-i-L't^." said he with a 

Id' ". ,f!i'- ,s f.--:r.;-:i: [.■ :i-.f: piantati'.'n whence came the 
'. j!.'l i.f t.i'- li'.rn. -,:T: : -Aith i-.^r nr.^-cr-tips made a ver\- sig- 
riJi'.iiii jri'.:i',fi of 'li-rr.i-.-ai. But ~C!iI Commsnges seemed 
.:(, il,l' \', iii;il:'' i;[i iiii ir.ind Co kavc ihe coast clear to his 

[i v.onl'l ■."■rii rli;iE on*; may not mince matters with 
,'..! \',' I iii'l 'Wiw^h to It.avL- lis. M. de Comminges, for 
i|.,iiiy i'. I run I il'iomc. Do you understand me 

I iitm \\ , jii,.d.iin'-," said lur in a rage. And he added 
t.. . I r.iii ,1-. Int I his ( ariiit-kiiight of yours, he will have 
<<■■ \--i</ iiiii' fpi v.i- yiiii ill. l'"arewell, M. de Mergy: we 
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followed the example, brought him to ^^ 
a walk, and for a time proceeded 
silently, raising her head now and 
then and looking at Mergy. as though 
she were about to speak, then 
turning her eyes away as if 
ashamed at being unable to find 
a phrase wherewith to begin. 

It seemed to Mcrgy 
that the obligation of 
beginning rested with 
him. 

" I am proud, m 
dame, of the pre- 
ference you have 
shown me," said 
he. 

" Monsieur 
Bernard, can you 
fence ? " 

" Of course. ■*- 
madame," answered he 
with surprise. 

■■ Hut can you fence 
well — very well. I mean ? " 

" Well enough for a gen- 
tleman, and badly, no doubt, 
for a fencing-master." 

■' But in our country gen- 
tlemen are too hard with the sword for profes- 
sional masters." 

" True. I have heard that many of our youth waste in 
fencing-rooms time they might better spend elsewhere." 
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- Bitier *" 

" \\*hy. yes. Is it not better worth while." said he smiling. ii 
" to talk with a lady than to perspire in a fencing-room ?" 

'■ Tell roe. have you been out <?ften ?" 

*■ Never once, madame, thank God ! But why all thpse 
|iiestions ? " 

" Learn, for your future instruction, that you should never | 

a^ his or that ; such at least is the | 

cu nen." , 

^ii will obe)'." said Merg)'. smiling 

slighdy. an horse's mane. 

■• Then, * > to-morrow ?" j 

" To-mor f 

" Yes ; dt >nishment." 

•' Madame 

" Answer mc ; . n all. Answer !" cried she, with 

a royal gesture of hernand towards him. Her finger-tip just 
touched Mergy's sleeve, and sent a shiver through him. 

" I shall do my best," said he at last. 

'■ I like the answer. 'Tis neither that of a coward nor 
that of a swaggerer. But you must know that you, a mere 
ticginnor, have to do with a very formidable enemy." 

"What would you have? I shall feel very awkward, no 
doubt, as I do now," added he smiling. "The only women 
I liavu seen have been peasant girls, and at my entrance on 
courti(;r.shi|> I find myself tCfe-a-tSte with the fairest lady in 
the Court of France." 

" i.i't us speak seriously. Comminges is the best swords- 
in.ui of this Court, which is full enough of rufflers. He is the 
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" I can only repeat that 1 shall do my best. One need 
never despair with a good sword, and, above all, with the 
help of God." 

"The help of God !" said she scornfully. "Are you not 
a Hugtienot, M. de Mergy ?" 

" I am, madame," said he with an air of gravity, as was 
his wont in reply to such a question, 

"Then your risk is greater than another's," 

"Why?" 

" To endanger one's life is nothing ; but you endanger 
more than your life — your soul." 

"You speak, madame. according to the ideas of your 
own religion. Mine gives me more comfort, ' 

"You are about to play a terrible losing game : eternity 
on one dice-throw, and sizes against you." 

■■ But it would be the same, anyhow ; for if to-morrow I 
died a Catholic, I should die in mortal sin." 

'■There is much to say on that head, and the difference 
is great ! " cried she, ve.\ed that Mergy should turn her 
own beliefs against her. ■' Our doctors will prove to 
you '■ 

" Oh, no doubt. They have proofs for everything. They 
take the liberty of changing the gospel itself to suit their 
fancies. For instance — — " 

" A truce with that I One cannot talk for a moment 
with a Huguenot but he brings in the Holy Scriptures on 
every subject." 

" Because we read them : while your very priests know 
them not. But, as you say, let us change the subject. Do 
you think the stag is taken yet ?" 

" Then you are deeply attached to your religion ? " 

" It is you who are beginning again, madame." 
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" V'ou think it a good one ? " 

"Much more: I think it the best, the only good. 1 
should change it else." 

■' But your brother has changed," 

'■ He had his reasons for becominjj a Catholic ; I have 
mine for remaining a Protestant." 

"They are all obstinate, and deaf to the voice of reason!" 
cried she angrily. 

" It will rain to-morrow." said Mergy, looking at the sky. 

" M. de Mergy, my friendship for your brother and 
your own approaching danger make me feel an interest in 
• yon." I 

He bowed respectfully, 

" You heretics, you believe not in relics ? " 

He smiled. 

" And you would think yourselves polluted by touching 
ihem ?" continued _she. " You would refuse to wear them 
as we Roman Catholics are wont to do ? " 

" The custom appears to us, to say the least, useless." 

" Listen. One of my cousins once tied a relic to the 
neck of a hound, and then at twelve paces fired an arque- 
buss loaded with buck-shot at him." 

" And the dog was killed ?" 

" Not a shot touched him. 

" That is really wonderful. I should like to have a relic 
like that." 

" Indeed ? And you would wear it ? " 

" Certainly, As tlie relic protected a dog, a fortiori 

Hut, wait a minute, is it sure that a heretic is worth a dog 
— a Catholic's dog, of course ? " 
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her bosom a little box of gold, quite flat in shape and 
fastened to a black ribbon. 

■' There ! " said she ; " you have promised to wear it ; you 
must give it me back some day." 

" If I can, I certainly will." 

■' But listen. You will take care of it ? — no sacrilegious 
tricks ! You will take the greatest care of it ? " 

" 1 1 comes from you, madame ! " 

She gave him the relic, which he took and jjut round his 
neck. 

"A Catholic would have paid his thanks to the hand 
which gave him that holy talisman," 

Mergy seized her hand, and tried to raise it to his lips, 

'■ No, no ; 'tis too late ! " 

" But think I 1 may neve'r have such fortune again ! " 

"Take off my glove, then," said she, holding out the 
harid to him. 

As he drew it off, he seemed to feel a slight squeeze, and 
he pressed a burning kiss on the white and lovely fingers. 

" Monsieur Bernard," said the countess, in a voice full of 
emotion, "will you be headstrong to the end, and can 
nothing touch you ? Will you at last be converted by my 
means ?" 

"I cannot tell," answered he, laughing. "But pray let 
your entreaties be strong and long. One thing is certain, 
no one shall convert me but you." 

" Tell me frankly, if a woman— a woman who knew " 

She stopped. 

" A woman who knew } " 

" Yes. Is it possible that love But be candid ! 

Speak to me seriously ! " 

" Seriously?" And he tried once more to seize her hand. 
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" Yes. Could the love which you , 
J might feel for a woman of another faith ' 
than yours — could not such a love [ 
make you change ? God employs all sorts 
of means." 

"And you would have me reply frankly 
and seriously?" 
insist on it." 
Mergy stooped his head, and was slow 
to reply. In fact, he was seeking for | 
an evasive answer. He had no wish 
to repulse the advances which Ma- 
dame de Turgis was making to him ; ] 
but. un the other hand, a courtier of ] 
some hours' standing only, he still 
bore a country conscience terribly 
* ^'-' full of scruples. 

"I hear the hallali !" cried the 
countess suddenly, without waiting for this 
answer which was so difficult to make. 
.'\nd touching her horse with her whip, she 
gallopped off, Mergy following her, but without 
receiving from her word or look. In a moment 
they had rejoined the hunt. 

The stag had at first plunged Into the midst 
of a pond, from which he was dislodged 
with difficulty by several riders, who 
dismounted, armed themselves with 
long poles, and obliged the poor beast 
lo start afresh. Hut the cold of the 
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panting, with tongue lolling out, and running in irregular 
bounds. The hounds, on the other hand, seemed to re- 
double their eagerness ; but, at a short distance from the 
pond, the stag, feeling that escape by flight was impossible, 
seemed resolved to make a last effort, and. backing against 
a massive oak, headed towards the hounds. The foremost 
to attack were gored and tossed aloft, while a horse and 
his rider were upset headlong. Warned by this, men, dogs, 
and horses made a wide ring round the stag without daring 
to come within reach of his threatening antlers. 

The King dismounted lightly, and slipping, hunting- 
knife in hand, adroitly beliind the oak. houghed the stag 
with a back stroke. The beast uttered a kind of hissing 
groan, and fell at once. Immediately a score of hounds 
dashed on him ; and, seized by throat, muzzle, and tongue, 
he was pinned down, the large tears rolling from his eyes. 

" Call the ladies closer I " cried the King ; and the ladies, 
almost all of whom had dismounted, came near. 

■■ Take that, parpaillot .' " said he, plunging his hunting- 
knife, which he turned in the wound to make it larger, into 
the stag's side. The blood gushed forth with violence, and 
covered the royal face and hands and dress. Now parpaillot 
was a term of contempt which Catholics often applied to 
Calvinists, and the word and the way in which it was used 
offended many, while it was applauded by others. 

" The King looks like a butcher." said young T^ligny, the 
Admiral's son-in-law, pretty loud, and with a disgusted air. 
Nor did charitable souls, such as especially abound at Court 
fail to convey the observation to the monarch, who did 
not forget it. 

After enjoying the agreeable spectacle of the dogs devour- 
ing the entrails of the deer, the Court returned to Paris. 
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On the wajr Mcrg; told Iks brocbcr of the iasok he 1 
recetved and the dtafles^ vfaiiA had falcuwed. 
and remocBoance were- ia vata: and the < 
to bear him coaifany in At naraing. 
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NOTWITHSTANDING the fatigues of the chase. 
Mergy passed no small part of the night without 
sleeping. He turned feverishly from side to side in bed, 
and his fancy became abominably active under the excite- 
ment. A thousand thoughts, which had only an accidental 
connection or no connection at all with what was impending, 
Ijeset and disturbed his brain ; and more than once he 
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lougiit that the feverish disturbance he felt was but the pre-'l 
1 ide of a serious illness which would show itself in a few 
1 ours and confine him to bed. What would become of his 
Ij onour then ? what would the world say ? what, above all, 
v'ould Madame de Turgis and Comminges say ? He would 
have given much to hasten on the hour fixed for the 
combat. 

t his blood course more steadily, 
a emotion of the coming meeting. 

Ht, .33.. , and even devoted some minute 

attention ti. e imagined the beautiful countess 

hastening U d. finding him slightly wounded, 

dressing the ler own hands, and making no 

secret of hei :roke of eight on the clock of the 

Louvre put o flight ; and almost at the same 

* moment his u.ui. ed the room. A deep sadness 

marked his countenan^^, and it was pretty clear that he had 
passed no better night ; yet he forced apleasantand cheerful 
smile as he grasped Mergy's hand. 

" Here," he said, "is a rapier for you, and a d^ger with 
shcU-hilt. both by Luno of Toledo ; see if the weight of 
the sword suits you." And he threw on Mergy's bed a long 
rapier and a poniard. 

Mcrgy drew the sword, bent it, looked at the point, and 
seemed satisfied. Then he directed his attention to the 
poniard, the hilt of which was slashed with a vast number of 
small holes, intended to catch the point of the adversary's 
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well, which preserves one from sword- thrusts better than 
any coat of mail." 

" Where did you get that bauble ? " 

■' You may guess." And his pride in appearing as a ladies' 
darling made him for the moment forget both Comminges 
and the duelling sword which lay naked before him. 

'• I will bet that that mad countess has given it you. The 
devil lake her and her box both."' 

" Don't you know that it is a charm which she has given 
me expressly for use to-day ? " 

'• She had better have shown herself gloved instead of 
seeking a chance of exhibiting her pretty white hand ! " 

" God forbid," said Mergy. blushing deeply, " that I shouk! 
believe in these Papist relics. But if I am to fall to-day I 
should like her to know that I fell with her gage on my 
breast." 

" Coxcomb ! " cried the captain, shrugging his shoulders. 

" Here is a letter for my mother," said Mergy. in a voice 
that trembled somewhat. George took it without a word, 
and. walking up to the table, opened a little Bible and 
read in it to settle his countenance, while his brother, com- 
pleting his toilet, was busy in trussing the multitude of points 
which were then worn. On the first page that George 
opened he found these words in his mother's hand : " On the 
first of May, 1 547, my son Bernard was born, Lord ! keep 
him in Thy ways. Lord! preserve him from all evil." 
He bit his lips savagely, and threw the book on the table. 
Mergy, who saw the action, thought that some impious 
fancy had crossed his brother's brain ; he took up tHe Bible 
gravely, replaced it in its embroidered case, and locked it up 
in a cabinet with every mark of reverence. "'Tis my 
mother's Bible." he said. 
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e captain answered not, but paced up and down the 

)ught we not to go ? " said Mergy, buckling the belt 
c . sword. 

Jot yet; we have plenty of time for breakfast." 
th took their places before a table covered with cakes- 
o iferent kinds, which were flanked by a great silver 
C te they argued at great length 

at n tlie merits of the liquor as 

coi. .t-u aptain's cellar, each attempting 

under covt conversation to hide the real 

thoughts of. companion. 

Tho capta -et us go ! " said he hoarsely; 

and crushing s eyes he hastily went down- 

stairs. 

Tht-y look ^j<n ed the Seine, their boatman, 

who j;ucsse\l b_\ their appiearance the errand which took them 
to the rrv.-au\-Cien:s, e.xhibiting great alacrity. As he pulled 
sioutly ;u-a>ss he recounted to them with much circumstance 
tu'vv, the month before, two gendemen, one of whom was 
i\ilk\l the Count de Comminges, had done him the honour 
tv' hiiv ius iKxit in order to light comfortably in it without 
u\ir I'f lUsturKtnce. M. de Comminges's adversary, whose 
ii.uno ho was sv>rni- not to have heard, had been run through 
\\\K- IwU .ukI upset into the river as well ; nor had he, the 
!\\u:ii.iM, cwr Ikvii able to tish him out 

\-i i!uv toui:hi.\l land they saw a boat with passengers 
,.o^^! ;; t,-^- liver some severe of rards lower down. "There 
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your brother that Comminges is going to kill ? " And as 
he spoke he laughed and embraced him. 

The captain and Comminges exchanged formal bows. 

"Sir," said the captain to Comminges, as soon as he 
could disengage himself from Beville's embrace. " I think it 
my duty to make a last effort to prevent fatal consequences 
in a quarrel which is founded on no point of honour. I am 
sure that my friend will join his efforts to mine." 

He pointed to Bcville; but B^ville grinned and shook 
his head. 

"My brother," went on George, "is very young, and 
having no repute or experience in arms, he is obliged in 
consequence to show himself more punctilious than another 
might. Your reputation, sir. on the other hand, is made, 
and your honour can only gain by it if you will be good 
enough to admit, in my presence and M. de Beville's, that 
it was by oversight " 

Comminges interrupted him with a burst of laughter, 

" Are you joking, my dear captain ? or do you think 
me the sort of man to leave my lad)'"s bower at this 
time and to cross the Seine in order to beg pardon of a 
schoolboy ? " 

" V'ou forget, sir. that he of whom you speak is my 
brother ; and you insult " 

" If he were your father, what does it matter to me ? I 
care nothing for the whole family." 

" Well then, sir, with your good leave, you shall have to 
do with the whole family ; and as 1 am the eldest, you will 
please to begin with me." 

" Pardon me, sir captain, I am bound by all the rules of 
the duello to fight with the person who challenged me first. 
Your brother's prior right is imprescriptible, as they say in 
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the Palace of Justice. When I have 6nished with him I 
am at your commands." 

" That is quite right," cried Beville ; " and for my part I , 
will consent to no other course of proceeding." 

Mergj-, astonished at the length of the colloquy, had ' 
approached slowly. He came up in time to hear his brother ' 

1 — 1 r- : — ;.». : — ,|jg^ even to the point of calling 

I tinges replied with perfect co*J- 

■1 im I win attend to you." \ 

Mergv' s- r's arm. 1 

" Geor^ " is this the way you do me 

ser\-ice ? ? i wish me to take your part as , 

you are ir\- ine ? Sir," added he, turning to 

Comminges. r orders. We will begin as soon 

as you like. " 

•■ Then let us not lose a moment" said Comminges. 
•' Excellent, my dear fellow ! " said Beville. grasping 
Mergy"s hand. '" You will go far, my boy, if we are lucky 
enough not to have to bury you here." 

Comminges stripped off his doublet and undid the strings 
of his shoes, to signify that he would not retreat a step, as 
was the fashion with professional duellists. Mergy and 
Beville did the same : the captain alone had not so much 
as thrown off his cloak. 

■■ What are you at. Geoi^e, my friend ? " said Beville. 
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honour, that you must fight with nic. The devil take me 
if you shall not ! " 

'• You are a madcap and a fool," said the captain coolly. 

" By jove ! you shall do me reason for those two little 
words, or you will drive me to take measures — " And he 
lifted his still sheathed sword, as though he would strike 
George. 

"You will have it?" said the captain. "Be it so!" 
And in a second he had stripped to his shirt. 

Comminges shook his sword in the air with a studied 
elegance, and at a single stroke made the scabbard fly 
twenty paces off. Beville tried to do the like, but the scab- 
bard stuck half-way on the blade, which was held at the 
time to be at once a proof of awkwardness and a bad omen. 
The two brothers drew their swords with less llourish, but 
they too flung down the scabbards, which might have been 
in the way. Each man faced his foe, naked sword in the 
right hand, dagger in the left : and the four blades crossed 
at the same moment. First of all, George (by the device 
which Italian masters called then Liscto di spada i- cava re 
alia Vila,' and which consists in meeting the weak part of 
the sword with the strong, so as to deflect and beat down 
the adversary's blade) made Heville's sword fly from his 
hand, and set his own point at his antagonist's breast ; but 
instead of running him through, he coolly lowered his 
weapon. 

"You are no match for me." he said. " Do not wait till 
I am angry," 

Beville had grown pale on seeing George's sword so 
close to his breast. A little out of countenance, he held 

' To slrike the blade and disengage at the liudy. .\W fencing lerms 
were then borrowed from Italian. 
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out his hand to 
swords in the 
the two principals. 

Mergy was 
ness. ' He fenced 
strength was much 
of Comminges, 
have recovered his 
before. For some 
himself to parrying 
breaking ground 
pressed him too 
keeping the point 
adv ersary s 
covered his 
th< 



him ; and both, sticking their 
ground, fixed their attention on 

brave, and had plenty of cool- 
ell enough, and his bodily 
greater than that 
who seemed not to 
exertions of the night 
lime he confined 
with extreme care, 
when Comminges 
hard, and always 
'\ of his rapier at his 
\ ^ face while he 
i> ^ own breast with 
This unexpected 
resistance irritated 
Commmges, who 
f^rew \isibly paler ; 
this paleness in so 
brave a man 
/i'^j' only indicating 
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excessive rage. His attacks jjrew faster and more furious, 
till in making a pass he beat up Mergy's sword with 
much skill, and, lunging fiercely, would certainly have run 
him through and through, save for an almost miraculous 
accident which spoilt the stroke. The point of the rapier 
struck the polished gold reliquary, which turned it and 
made it take an oblique direction ; so that instead of pene- 
trating Mergy's breast, the sword only pierced the skin, 
and, following a line parallel to the fifth rib, came out some 
two inches from the first incision. Before Comminges 
could draw back his sword. Mergy struck him with his 
dagger on the head so violently that he himself lost his 
balance and fell to the ground. Comminges dropped at the 
same time, so that the seconds thought them both dead. 

Mergy was soon on his feet, and his first motion was to 
pick up his sword which he had let slip in his fall. Com- 
minges did not stir. Beville lifted him up. and wiping with 
a handkerchief his face, which was drenched in blood, saw 
that the dagger had entered the eye. and that his friend 
had been killed on the spot, the steel having beyond all 
doubt pierced the brain. 

Mergy stared at the corpse with haggard eyes. 

"You are wounded, Bernard," said the captain, running 
up to him. 

" Wounded ! " cried Mergy ; and then only did he notice 
that his shirt was bloody. 

" "Tis nothing," said the captain ; " the blow slipped," 
He stanched the blood with his handkerchief, and asked 
for Seville's to complete the dressing. Beville let the body 
which he held fall back on the sward, and at once gave, not 
only his own handkerchief, but that of Comminges. which he 
fetched from his doublet. 
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"Zooks! friend," cried he, " what a dagger-stroke! You 
have something Hke an arm ! Death of my life ! what will 
our gentlemen raffinis of Paris say if the provinces send up 
galkints of your kidney ? Pray you, tell me, how many duels 
have you fought already ?" 

"Alas!" said Mer^y, "'this is the first. But in God's 
name look to your friend." 

.. 1 1 _ ._ ._ t._i ■__ ^^^ j^y jQyg] after the way you 

1 dagger has pierced the brain, and 

til. n ally and hard that — ^look at his 

cheek and . shell of the poniard has stamped 

itself on the n wa.\. " 

Mergy s? , and great tears began to trickle 

down his cl 

Seville p gg^r and looked curiously at the 

flutings full ■^, J. ere is a tool," said he, " to which 

Comminges's youngs, i^iother ought to burn a stout candle. 
Tiiis pretty poniard estates him in a splendid fortune." 

" Let us go; take me hence," said Mergy in astifled voice, 
seizing his brother's arm. 

" Do not distress yourself," said George, as he helped him 
to put on his doublet. " After all, the man you have killed 
is not particularly worth mourning." 

"Poor Comminges!" cried B^ville ; "to think that you, 
who have fought a hundred times, were killed by a young- 
ster in his first duel! Poor Comminges!" And this was 
the end of his funeral sermon. 

Hut as he cast a last look on his friend B^ville perceived 
the defunct's watch hanging, as was then the fashion, from 
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quite rich enough as it was, and that he himself should like 
a keepsake of his friend. 

As the two brothers were moving off, " Wait for me." he 
cried out to them, putting on his doublet hastily. " Ah, Mon- 
sieur de Mergy, you are forgettlni^ your dagger. Do not lose 
that, at any rate," and he wiped the blade on the dead man's 
Shirt and ran to catch up the young duellist. " Console 
yourself, my dear fellow," he said, as he slipped into his 
boat. " Do not pull such a rueful countenance. Take my 
advice, and instead of bemoaning yourself, pay a visit this 
very day fresh from this business to your mistress, and try 
if you cannot give a citizen to the State in the place of him 
of whom you have deprived it. Then will the world have 
lost nothing by you. Come, boatman, pull as if you wished 
to earn a pistole. There are some gentry with halberds 
coming towards us ; they must be the watch from the Tour 
de Nesle, and we do not want to have anythintj tu do with 
them." 
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CHAPTER XII 

WHITE MAGIC. 



"L*ii niglit I cli 
leaml from Mailc 

Ix-lokcn ill-luck -"- 



il of liefld liiili ami hmken eggt; and t h.iv 
nniatchiij ihal hiokcn q;[.>)> am) <leai< lis: 



THE halljerdiers were tn fact some of the soldiers of 
the watch, a troop of whom was always stationed in 
the neighbourhood of the PrL--aux-CIercs, so as to be ready 
to interpose in the quarrels which were wont to be settled 
on this ground sacred to duels. According to their custom. 
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ihey hatl come up very slowly, and so as not to reach the spot 
ill all was over. For. to teli the truth, their peacemaking 
mentions were often very ill received ; and more than once 
lesperate enemies had been known to suspend a mortal 
Combat in order to attack, side by side, the soldiers who 
ried to part them. Thus the functions of the guard were 

-"■■ i=-"-*'"i — ' — '-•" — the wounded or carrying off the \ 

c ; archers had but the latter duty 

tt lid it according to their custom, 

th. n- . refully emptying the pockets and 

dividing th le unlucky Comminges. 

" My ad^ lear triend," said Beville, turning 

to Mergy. " self taken as quietlyas possible to 

Waster Am is a precious man for sewing you 

up a wound broken limb to rights. Though 

he is as r a. is Calvin himself, he is in such 

repute that the hottta. >_<.thoIics resort to him. Up to this 
time nobody but the Marchioness de Boissieres has faced 
death bravely rather than owe life to a Huguenot, for which 
reask^in I will wager ten pistoles that she is in Paradise." 

•■ The wound is nothing." said George ; " it will be healed 
in three days. But Comminges has relations at Paris, and I 
fe,»r they may take his death a little too seriously," 

" .Ah. yes : there is a mother, who will think herself 
obHjiOt.1 by decenc)' to prosecute our friend. But there ! get 
M, dc Cli.Uillon to Ix'g his f>ardon. and the Kii^ will grant 
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But Mergy only answered by a deep sigh. 

" Coniminges was too well known at Court for Iiis dcatli 
not to make some noise," said the captain. " But you did 
your duty like a gentleman, and nothing but honour can 
redound to you from the whole thing. It is long since I 
paid old Chatillon a visit, and this will be an opportunity of 
renewing our acquaintance." 

" As it is never pleasant to find oneself clapped under the 
law's bolts and bars, even for an hour or two," continued 
Beville. " 1 will bestow your brother in a house where they 
will not think of looking for him. He can be quite quiet 
there till his business is settled ; for as a heretic they could 
perhaps hardly give him sanctuarj' in a convent," 

■■ Thanks for your offer, sir," said Mergy ; " but I cannot 
accept it, for I might compromise you by doing so. " 

■' Not a whit, not a whit, my dear fellow ; and if you did, a 
man must stand by his friends. The house where I mean 
to lodge you belongs to a cousin of mine who is away from 
Paris for the time, and it is mine to do what I like with. 
Indeed, there is someone there already to whom I have 
given a lodging, and who will look after you: an old lady 
who is very obliging to us youth, and is devoted to me. 
She knows leechcraft, magic, astronomy, heaven knows 
what ; and her most convenient talent of all is that of go- 
between. Blast me, but she would take a love-letter to the 
Queen herself if I asked her!" 

" Well, then," said the captain, ■' we will take him there as 
soon as Master Ambrose has given him the first dressing." 
They touched the right bank as he spoke, and after hoisting 
Mergy with some trouble on a horse, they took him to the 
famous surgeon, and thence to a lonely house in the 
Faubourg Saint Antoine. Nor did they leave him till 
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light saw him tucked up in a comfortable bed. and specially 
ecommended to the old woman's care. 

When you have killed a man, and when this man is the j 
irst that you have killed, you are haimted for some time. 
ind especially at nightfall, by the memory and the look 
>f the last struggle that ushered in his death. The mind 
is -SO full of gloomy thoughts, that it Is hard to take part 
fven in rhe mnsit trivial rnnversation ; all talk wearies and 
a hand, solitude is lireaded because 

it L. )n of fancy. Despite the frequent 

visits of _ captain. Mergy spent the days 

imniediatel) is duel in the deepest sadness. 

A sharp toi; Light on by his wound, kept him 

sleepless at i was his worst time. Only the 

notion that Turgis thought of him and had 

admired hib tuu soled him a little, but did not 

restore him to calm. 

One night, oppressed by the stifling heat (for it was the 
month of July), he took a fancy to leave his room, in order 
to walk and breathe the air in a garden, full of trees, which 
surrounded the house. He threw a cloak over his shoulders, 
and was about to go forth, when he found that his chamber 
door was locked on the outside. It could only be. he 
thought, a slip of his old nurse, and as she slept at a distance, 
and must probably be fast asleep, he thought it quite useless 
tn call her ; besides, his window was near the ground, which 
was soft below, having been recently dug. In a moment 
he had dropped into the garden. The night was dark; not 
a star blinked ; and .scanty pufTs of wind now and then, and 
as ihounh with difficulty, crossed the hot and heavy atmo- 
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Mergy paced for some time, ab- 
sorbed in thoughts, which were 
interrupted by a knock at the street 
gate. It was a faint, and, as it were, 
mysterious stroke of the knocker, 
whosoever struck it seeming as- 
sured that someone would be ready 
to open. A visitor at a lonely 
house and at such an hour was 
something surprising, and Mergy 
kept himself motionless in a dark 
corner of the garden, whence he 
could see everything without being 
seen. A woman, who could not 
be other than his old nurse, came 
out of the house at once 
with a dark lantern in her 
hand ; she opened the gate, 
and there entered someone 
wrapped completely in a large 
black hooded mantle. 

Bernard's curiosity was in 
a state of lively excitement. 
The stature, and, so far as he 
could judge, the garments, of 
the newcomer indicated the 
other sex; and the old woman 
greeted her visitor with every mark 
of respect, while Blackmanlle 
scarcely bowed her head in return. 
To make amends she put some- 
thing into the old woman's hand. 
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le sharp i| 



which seemed to be received with {Measure, while the 
sound as of melal droppii^, and the eagerness with which 
the hag sl(x>ped and looked about on the ground, convinced 
Merg)' that she had had money given to her. The two 
women then walked to»-ards the garden, the crone going first 
and hiding her lantern. At the garden's end there was a 
kind of arbour formed bv limes, which were planted in a 
t by a verj- thick hedge nearly as 

Ck is or entries led into this green 

rel <>. which was a small stone table. 

Into this and the veiled visitor entered. 

Merg^-. hold. and following them with stealthy 

step, placed 1 the hedge, so that he could hear 

perfectly, an^ i well as the scanty light illumi- 

nating the sc 

The old wi ..1 y lighting something, which burnt 

up at once, in a tnpou puced on the middle of the table. 
and gave a pale bluish iighi, like that of salt and spirits of 
wine mingled together. She forthwith extinguished or 
coverevl up her lantern, so that by the flickering light of 
ihf tripod Merg\- would have had difficulty in recognizing 
ihf strangtTs features, even if they had not been hidden by 
\i,il and hood. .As for the old woman, it was easy to re- 
ooi;iiiif her stature and figure : but he noticed that her face 
\v,is sincjrtd with some dark dye which made her, under 
Ikt wliitc coif, look like a bronze statue. The table was 
i.\'Vi.ri.\l \\;ih singular objects which he could hardly dis- 
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" Well, Camilla," said the veiled lady in a low voice, 
which made Mergy start, "you say he is better ?" 

" A little better, madame," said the hag, "thanks to our 
art. Still, with these scraps and the little blood there is on 
the bandages, it has been difficult for me to do much." 

" And what says Master Ambrose Parti ? " 

" He, the dunce ! What does it matter what he says ? 
I give you my word that the wound is deep, dangerous, 
and terrible, and that it can only be cured by the rules of 
magic sympathy. But it is needful to do frequent sacrifice 
to the spirits of earth and air ; and for sacrifice " 

The lady understood her at once. 

" If he is cured," she said, " you shall have double what 
I have just given you." 

" Be of good hope, and rely on me." 

" .■\h, Camilla ! but if he should die ? " 

" Calm yourself. The spirits are favourable ; the stars 
protect us; and our last sacrifice of the black ram has pro- 
pitiated The Oi/ier." 

" I bring you something that has cost me much pains 
to procure. I bought it of one of the archers who stripped 
the corpse." 

She drew an object from bcneatii her cloak, and Mergy 
caught the glitter of a sword-blade. The hag took it, and 
held it close to the light for examination. 

" Thank heaven ! there is blood and rust on the blade ! 
Yes! his blood is as that of the basilisk of Cathay — it 
leaves an ineradicable trace on the steel." 

She looked carefully at the blade : and it was clear that 
the veiled lady felt more than ordinary emotion. 

"See. Camilla! how near the blood is to the hilt. The 
blow may be mortal." 
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cliiiig an I 



" That blood is not heart's blood : he will 

'■ He will recover ?" 

" Yes ; but he will pay for his recovery by catching an 
incurable disease." 

" What disease? " 

" Love, " 

"Ah, Camilla! are you speaking the truth ?" 

■■ When did I ever fail to speak the truth ? When did 
I nplishment .^ Did I not tell you 

ti .. . 1 ill the fight ? Did I not inform 

you that t ^H^^ <^n his side ? Did 1 not 

bury, on thv :re the duel was to take place, a 

black hen i ised by the priest .■' " 

" It is tru. 

" Did y( drive a dagger into the heart oft] 

an image i i , thus directing the blows of hJnii 

in whose beliatt 1 spv-m: my skill ?" 

" Yes, Camilla, I did pierce the heart of Comminges'ff 
image. But they say that he died of a wound in the head." 

" Of course, the steel struck his head ; but did he not die 
because the biood stopped at his heart ? " 

The veiled lady seemed crushed by the weight of this 
argument, and she was silent. Meanwhile the hag moistened 
the sword-biade with oil and balsam, and wrapped it with 
the greatest care in bandages. 

" See, madame," she said. " this scorpion's oil with which 
I rub the sword is directed by virtue of sympathy into the 
young man's wound. He feels the effect of this African 
balsam just as if I poured it on his hurt ; and if I took a 
fancy to let the sword-point crow red hot in the fire, our 
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ihink not of such a thing." 



evening 



sat by the liearth busily 
rubbing a sword with bal- 
sam to cure a young gen- 
tleman in whose head that 
sword had made two fearful 
wounds. I fell asleep at 
my task, when suddenly the 
sick man's lackey knocked 
at my door to tell me that 
his master was suffering the 




^ 
^ 



agonies of death, and th. 
when he had left him he 
felt as if stretched on blazing 
coals. Do you know what had 
happened ? I had carelessly let the 
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ircl slip, and the blade was at the moment on the embers. 
natched It off, and told the lackey that he would at his 
irn find his master fully relieved. I plunged the sword 
ii jnce in iced water, with a mixture of certain drugs, and 
w It to see my patient. As I entered he cried to me, ' Ah * 
good Camilla, what sweet relief I feel now! It seems 

. 1 1- I :_ _ u_.L ^f j,j,q] ^,ater. while just now I 

rr ce on his gridiron.' " 

sword, and said with a satisfied 
air s re of his cure, and you may give 

your atten. ceremony." She threw some 

pinches of sv vder on the flame, and muttered 

outlandish w herself continually. Then the 

lady look the . vilh a trembling hand, and hold- 

ing it alwvc pronounced these words in a 

voice full of piiKiioi 'is wax softens and SurHs in the 

tri^\i flame : so. O Hcmard Mergy ! may tky Atari grow 
soft anii burn for hrzr of me.' " 

" G».kh1 : now herv is a green wax candle moulded at mid- 
nii;hi in accortlance with the rules of art. Light it to-morrow 
Ik forx.' the N'irgins altar."' 

" I will : but in spite of all your promises I am terriUy 
an\iv'us. I drvamt yesterday that he was dead." 

■ \\\rx' \ v»u sleeping on your right side or your left ? " 
■ v^ii — but which side do true dreams come ?" 

I\;; ",K- rin>t on which side you sleep. I see that you 
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As she spoke, she turned her head and saw Mergy stand- 
ing at one of the arbour doors. Her astonishment made 
her shriek so piercingly, that Mergy himself was confounded. 
The hag, either purposely or by accident, upset the tripod, 
and at once there rose to the summit of the limes a flash 
of brilliant light that blinded him for a moment or two, 
during which the two women escaped, without losing an 
instant, through the opposite entrance. As soon as Mergy 
could discern the opening in the hedge he tried to follow 
them ; but at his first movement he scarcely saved himself 
from a fall, something having got between his legs. This 
he recognized as the sword to which he owed his cure. He 
lost some further time in gf tting clear of it and exploring the 
way, and when, reaching a wide straight alley, he thought 
that there could be no more obstacles to his catching the 
fugitives, he heard the street gate shut They were out of 
reach. 

A little vexed at having let so fair a prey slip through 
his fingers, he groped his way back to his chamber, and 
threw himself on the bed. All doleful thoughts were 
banished from his mind, and both remorse, if he had had any. 
and the anxiety which his condition had caused him, disap- 
peared as if by enchantment. He thought of nothing but 
the happiness of loving and being loved by the most beauti- 
ful woman in Paris : for he could not doubt that the veiled 
lady was Madame de Turgls. A little after sunrise he fell 
asleep ; and only woke when it had been broad day for 
several hours. Upon his pillow he found a sealed billet 
which had been placed there, he knew not how ; and open- 
ing it, he read these words : " Sir knight, a lady's honour 
depends on your discretion." 

A few moments afteruards the old woman came in to 
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Liring him some broth. She wore tor the clay, contrary to 
her custom, a rosary of large beads, hung to her girdle. 
Her skin, carefully washed, showed no longer like bronze, 
but like smoked parchment, and she walked with slow steps 
and downcast eyes, like a person who fears to be troubled in 
her commerce with the skies by the sight of earthly things. 

Mer^y thought that, for the more deserving practice of 
tViB -.Artt'.t^ n>yHnrr,mAnHori fg him \v\ thc mysteoous notc, he 
lorough knowledge as to what he 
\\. (it, e world. So holding the broth in 

his hand, a [ariha no time to reach the door, 

he said, " Y e that your name was Camilla ? " 

" Camilli Vlartha, good gentleman — Martha '• 

Micheli," s lan. affecting great surprise at his 

question, 

'■ Very v a You are to be called Martha by 

men ; but spirits ku^-,. yuu under the name of Camilla." 

" Spirits .' Sweet Jesus ! What do you mean ? " and she 
crossed herself all over. 

'• Come ; no tricks with me. I will tell no one, and all 
this is between ourselves. Who is the lady who takes such 
interest in my health?" 

" The lady who ? " 

'■ Now, do not repeat my words, but speak frankly. On 
the faith of a gentleman I will not betray you." 

" Truly, good gentleman, I know not what you would 
say," 

Mergy could not help a laugh as he saw her feign astonish- 
ment, and lay her hand on her heart. He took a piece of 
gold from the purse that hung at his bed-head and offered 
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give yourself so much trouble in rubbiiiir sworJs with 
scorpion's balm, all for the sake of curing me. that really I 
ought to have made you a present long ago." 

" Alas ! gentleman, indeed, indeed. I understand no word 
of what you say." 

" Confusion I Martha, or Camilla if you like, don't make 
me angry, but answer. Who is the lady for whom you per- 
formed all that pretty witchcraft last night ?" 

" Oh ! gracious Saviour ! he is getting angry ! Can he be 
delirious ?" 

Mergy, in a rage, seized his pillow and flung it at her head. 
The old lady replaced it with much humility on the bed. 
picked up the gold crown from tlie floor where it had fallen, 
and, as the captain entered at the same moment, she was 
relieved of her fear of a cross-examination, which might have 
ended awkwardly for her. 




■Jt^. 




E, Aliig Htliry It: 



GEORGE had gone to sec the Admiral that same 
morning, in order to inform him of his brother's mis- 
adventure, and had told the whole storj- in a few words. 

The Admiral, as he listened, crunched the toothpick which 
he had in his mouth^a sure sign of ill-temper with him. 

"I knew this matter already," said he; "and I am sur- 
prised that you should speak of it, for it is notorious enough." 
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" If I trouble you, mj' Lord Admiral, it is but because ! 
know the interest you condescend to take in our family, 
and I venture to hope that you will graciously solicit ^ 
the Kiny's clemency to my brother. Your credit with his 
Majesty " 

" My credit, if I have any," broke In the Admiral sharply, 
" my credit depends upon the fact that I never put any but ' 
ji ■ ■ • - ' ■ "(lajesty." And as he spoke the ' 

I reverentially. 

c: ich makes it necessary for my 

brother to o your gootlness Is unfortunately 

one but toe hese days. Last year tlie King 

signed moi ■ hundred writs of pardon, and 

Bernard's a If has repeatedly enjoyed the pro- 

tection whic ;ive," 

■■ Your b icr aggressor ; though, perhaps, and 

1 would it were trut. ,..j looked steadily at George as he 
spoke), " he has but followed pernicious advice." 

" I did niy best to prevent the fatal results oi this quarrel ; 
but you know that M. de Comminges was of a temper to 
give no satisfaction to anyone but at point of sword. The 
honour of a gentleman and the opinion of ladies -" 

" Then that is how you talk to the young man ? " said the 
Admiral. " I'erhaps you hope to make a raffini of him ? 
How would his father mourn if he knew in what manner his 
son despises his counsel ! Good God ! 'tis but two years 
since our civil wars were quenched, and men have already 
forgotten the oceans of blood shed in them. Their thirst is 
not yet slaked. Every day some Frenchmen must cut other 
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" Listen to me, M. de Mergy. I might, perhaps, do vio- 
lence to my sentiments as a Christian, and excuse your 
brother's action in giving the challenge. But according to 
public report his conduct in the duel which followed was 
not ■" 

"What mean you, Admiral ?" 

'■ That the fight was not conducted in a loyal manner ivrnX 
according to the custom of French gentlemen." 

" Who has dared to spread so infamous a slander ?" cried 
George, his eyes flashing with rage. 

" Be calm. You can send no challenge on this score, for 
as yet we do not fight with women. Comminges's mother 
has given the King details which do not rtllfci credit on 
your brother, and which may, perhaps, explain how so 
redoubtable a swordsman succumbed thus easily to the 
blows of a boy scarcely out of pagehood." 

■' A mother's sorrow is deep and sacred, " said George. 
" Is it surprising that she cannot see the truth through eyes 
still Ijathed in tears ? I cannot but hope, sir, that you will 
abstain from condemning my brother on the faith of Madame 
de Comminges's story." 

Coligny seemed moved, and his voice lost something of 
its sharply ironical tone. 

" Yet you cannot deny that Beville, Comminges's second, 
is your own intimate friend ?" 

" I have indeed known him long, and owe him something. 
But Comminges was as intimate with him as I, and Com- 
minges himself chose him for his second. Besides, B^ville's 
gallantr\' and honour put him above all suspicion of disloyal 
conduct. " 

The Admiral pursed his mouth in deep disdain. 

"The honour of Beville!" he repeated, shrugging his 



ts*"^^^" cffnomcLEs of charles ijc. 

_ shoulders. " The honour of an Atheist ! of a man 

ifa^^— „ _ steeped in debauchery' \ " 

Xy ? "Yes!" cried the captain, laying stress on 

~ " his words, '■ Eteville is a man of honour. But 

\ •■ I why all this talk ? Was I not myself 

* / ^ \ present at this duel ? Is it for you. 







Sir Admiral, to question the 
honour uf our house and 
.iOi.'use us of assassination ?" 

1 ht-re was a touch uf menace in his 
•i-a^-, but Coligny either did not under- 
iiui. or despised, the allusion to the murder 
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" M. de Mergy." said lie in a cold and contemptuous tone, 
" a man who has denied his faith has lost the right to talk 
of his honour, for none would believe in it." 

The captain's face first flushed purple, and then turned 
deadly pale. He fell back a step, as though to avoid the 
temptation of striking the old man. 

" Sir \" he cried, " your age and your rank allow you to 
insult with impunity the most precious possession of a poor 
gentleman. But I beg of you to bid one of your followers, 
or more than one, to endorse the words which you have 
spoken. I swear, by God, that they shall swallow those 
words till they choke." 

'■ That may be a practice with the gentry called raffin^s. 
I follow not their manners, and I discard those of my gen- 
tlemen who imitate them."' 

And he turned his back on George as he spoke. The 
captain, with fury in his heart, left the Hotel de ChAtillon. 
sprang on his horse, and, as if to relieve his wrath, made the 
poor animal gallop at full speed by digging his s|)urs into his 
sides. In his headlong career he just escaped riding down 
no small numbL-r of peaceable passers-by ; and it may be 
considered lucky that not a single specimen of the ntffin^s 
themselves met him, for in the temi)er in which he was he 
would certainly have lost no occasion of drawing sword. 

When he had got as far as \'incennes his heated blood 
began to cool. He turned bridle, and brought his horse, 
drenched in sweat and blofxl, back towards Fan's. " Poor 
friend!" said he, smiling bitterly, ■' 1 am punishing you for 
his insult to myself." And patting the innocent victim's 
neck, he rode slowly back to his brother's house, where, 
omitting all the details of the conversation, he simply told 
Mcrgy that the Admiral refused to interfere. 
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CHAl'TEK XiV. 

THE ASSIGNATION. 

"Madame lo thi> ulooa will Gorily walk, 
Ami bc£i the favour uf a mument's ulk." 

MOLltRC, Titrluft. 



MERGY resumed his share of his brother's apartments ; 
he paid a visit of thanks to the Queen- Motlier, 
and reappeared at Court. But he had scarcely set foot 
in the Louvre when he i>erceived that he had in some sort 
fallen heir lo the consideration which Commiaj,'es had 
enjoyed. People whom he only knew by sight bowed to 
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him with an air of humble attempt at intimacy ; men, as they 
spoke to him, hid their envy but ill under a markedly polite 
outside, and the ladies' eyes rained provocations upon him, for 
at that time to obtain the reputation of a successful duellist 
was the surest road to their hearts. To have killed three 
or four men in single combat supplied the want of good 
looks, of wealth, and of wit. In short, as our hero showed 
himself in the gallery of the Louvre, he heard whispered 
remarks all round him. ** There is young Mergy, who killed 
Comminges ! " *' How young he is ! " *' What a good figure ! " 
** What an air !" ** What a well-curled moustache !" ** Is it 
known who his mistress is ?" 

But Mergy looked in vain through the crowd for the blue 
eyes and black eyebrows of Madame de Turgis. He even 
made a visit at her house ; but he learnt that shortly after 
Comminges's death she had left for one of her estates, which 
was some twenty leagues from Paris. If ill tongues were 
to be believed, her sorrow at the death of her lover had 
forced her to seek a retreat where she might nurse her grief 
undisturbed. 

One morning, while the captain, stretched on a sofa, was 
reading as he waited for breakfast ** The Very Horrific Life 
of Pantagruel," and while his brother was taking a lesson on 
the guitar from Signor Uberto Vinibella, a lackey came to 
tell Bernard that an old woman, very decently dressed, was 
waiting for him in the lower hall, and that she had asked for 
an interview with an air of mystery. He went down at 
once, and received from the sunburnt hands of a dame 
who was neither Martha nor Camilla, a letter breathing 
sweet perfumes. It w^as fastened with a golden thread and 
a large seal of green wax. whefeon, instead of arms, nothing 
was seen but a cupid with finger on lip, and the Spanish 
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miHin '■ Cai.i..\i>. "' He upent'd it, and found only one line 
in the sanif lanj^iiage, which hi: construed with some diffi- 
culty : " Esta noche. una dama espera a I '. A/," ' 

" Who gave you this letter ?"' said he to tlie old woman. 

■• A lady." 

■■ Her name ?" 

■ I know not : she says she is a Spaniard." 

■ How does she know me ?" 

The crone shrugged her shoulders. " Your reputation 
for gallantry has brought this ugly affair on you." she s;iid 
sarcastically. " Hut answer me, will you come ?" 

"Where am I to go ?" 

" Be this evening, at half-past eight o'cli)ck, in the church 
of St. Germain I'Auxerrois. towards the lelt sJile of the nave. " 

" And shall I see this lady at church ?" 

" No ; someone will be there to conduct you to her. But 
be discreet, and come alone." 

" Of course," 

'■ You promise ? ' 

" I pledge you my word." 

'■ [■arewcll, then : and follow me not. " 

She curtseyed low. and departed. 

"Well, what did my lady go-between want with you?" 
asked the captain, when his brother had gone upstairs and 
the music-master had taken his leave. 

"Oh, nothing," said Mergy carelessly, and e.\amining 
attentively the Madonna of which mention has been made. 

"Come, no secrets with me. Must 1 escort you to an 
assignation ? Shall I mount guard in the street, and keep 
off rivals with the Bat of my sword ?" 
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■■ Nothing of ihe kind, I tell you." 

'■ Oh. just as you like. Keep your counsel if you please ; 
ut I will bet that you are at least as much dying la tell as I 

m to know." 

Mergy. with an absent air, twitched the strings of his 
uitar. 

" Bj- the way, George," said he. '" I shall not be aWe to go 
' ' "' 'e Vaudreuil." 

then ? U she pretty ? Is she a 
^. fe, or a trader's ?*' 

" ReaDy I am to be introduced to a lady 

who is not oi c but who it is I know not." 

■' But you 1 A'here the meeting -place is?" 

Bernard sh^, n the note, and repeated what the 

crone had said. 

" It is a feigned hand," said the captain ; "and I do not 
know what to think of all these precautions." 

" She must be some great lady, George." 

■" How like these )oungsters that is! To fancy, on the 
least excuse, that queens and princesses are going to fling 
themselves at their heads! ' 

•' But smell the perfume which the letter breathes." 

'■ What on earth does that prove ? " 

The captain's brow suddenly darkened as a sinister 
thought occurred to his mind. 

"The Comminges are not a forgiving family," said he; 
■and this letter may be only a trick of theirs to decoy you 
into some out-of-the-way corner, where they will make you 
pay dear for the dagger-thrust which gave them their 
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to do Revenge's work. You have read your Bible : re- 
member Samson and the traitress Delilah." < 

" I should be a coward indeed if such an improbable 
guess made me baulk a meeting which may be so charming. 
A Spanish lady !" ^ 

" At any rate, go well armed. If you like, you can have 1 

the two lackeys." 

" Fie on you ! What ! call the whole town to witness 
my good fortune ? " 

" It is quite usual now," said George, " I have often seen 
my good fritnd D'Ardelay setting out to visit his lady-love 
with a mail shirt on his back, a pair of pistols in his belt, and 
four soldiers of his company marching behind him, each man 
with a loaded petronel. You don't know Paris yet, my 
friend ; and you may take my word for it. too much fore- 
thought never does harm. You have nothing to do but to 
take your mail shirt off when it is in the way." 

" I do not feel the least anxiety. If Comminges's relations 
had a grudge against me, they could have attacked me any 
night in the streets." 

" Well, then, I will let you go : but only on condition 
ihat you take your pistols." 

" As you like ; but I shall be laugheil at for doing it." 

"Nor is that all. You must make a good dinner, and 
cat two partridges antl plenty of cock's-comb pasty, that you 
may do credit to the race of Mergy to-night." 

Bernard retired to his room, where he spent at least four 
hours in combing and curling his hair, in |>erfuming himself. 
;md finally in arranging eloquent discourse intended for the 
benefit of the fair unknown, 

I may leave my readers to guess whether he was 
punctual at the meeting-place or not. He had paced the 
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church for fall half an hoar, and had 
already thrice counted the canfles. the 
pillars, and the vodve oficrii^s. when 
an old woman, carefully enveloped in 
a I»rown cloak, took his hantl. and. witl 
Hjicakinf; a word, led hrm into 
(he street. She conducted him, 
still in perfect silence, by 
Sfvcral twists and turns into 
a very narrow and apparently 
uninhabited alley. At the 
vf-ry <'nd uf it, she stopped 
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in front of a door— small, arched, and very low — which 
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eyes for the moment. Then he set foot in an apartment 
much more elegantly furnished than the external appearance 
of the house promised. 

The walls were covered with flowered tapestry, a little 
faded, perhaps, but still in perfectly good condition. In the 
midst of the room he saw a table, lighted with two candles of 
rose-coloured wax, and covered with various kinds of fruit 
and cakes, together with glasses and flasks of crystal ; the 
latter filled, as it seemed, with different kinds of wine. Two 
large chairs, placed at the two ends of the table, waited 
apparently for the guests. In a recess, half closed by silken 
curtains, was a bed of very ornate design, covered with 
crimson satin, while more than one incense-burner shed a 
voluptuous perfume over the apartment. 

The crone took off" her mantle ; and Mergy, doffing his 
cloak, at once recognized the messenger who had brought 
him the letter. 

** Saint Mary ! *' cried she, as she saw his sword and 
pistols, ** do you think you have got to hew down giants } 
there are no sword-blows, fair knight, to deal here." 

** I hope so ; but it may be that some brothers or an ill- 
tempered husband may disturb the meeting ; and in that 
case here is something to keep them quiet with." 

** You need fear nothing of that kind here. But tell me. 
how do you like the room ? " 

"It is a fair chamber, doubtless ; yet should I grow 
weary of it if I had to stay here alone.*' 

** You shall have company anon. But meanwhile you 
must promise me something." 

-What?" 

** If you are a Catholic, you must lay your hand on this 
crucifix," and she took one from a cupboard ; ** if you are a 
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Huguenot, you must swear by Luther, by Calvin, by all 
your gods — in short " 

'■ Dut what must I swear ? " said he smiling. 

" V'ou must swear to make no attempt to find out who is 
the lady who is coming here, " 

'■'Tis a hard condition. " 

" See. now : you must swear, or I shall take you back 
into the street." 

" There, then ; yuu havt my word for it, and that is as 
good as the foolish oaths you propose." 

" 'Tis well. Now wait patiently; eat and drink, if you 
care to do so ; and without delay you shall see the Spanish 
lady come." 

She took her mantle and went out, double-locking the 
door. 

Mergy threw himself Into a chair. His heart beat vio- 
lently ; and he felt an emotion as strong as that which he 
had e.vperienced a few days before, when about to meet his 
enemy in the Pre-aux-Clercs, and perhaps of no very diffe- 
rent nature. .\ deep silence reigned throughout the house : 
and a mortal quarter of an hour passed, during which his 
fancy painted by turns Venus stepping from the tapestry to 
throw herself into his arms, the Countess tie Turgis in her 
hunting habit, a princess of the blood royal, a gang of 
assassins, and then— idea more horrid still than this! — an 
old woman in love with him. 

Suddenly, without the least preliminary noise to show that 
anyone had entered the house, the key turned quickly in 
the lock : the door opened and shut, as if automatically, the 
moment a masked lady had stepped into the room. 

Her stature was tall and well proportioned. A gown 
fitting closely lo her bust showed the grace of her figure ; 



T74 •-CH^Oy/CLES OF CHARLES IX. ^^^^^ 

but neither the tiny foot slippered in white velvet, nor the 
little hand unluckily covered with an embroidered glove. 
could give any clear indication of the incognita's age : yet 
something^magnetic influence, instinct, or what not — ^made 
him guess that she was not more than five-and-twenty. 
Her costume united simplicity, splendour, and elegance. 

Mergy rose at once, and bent knee before her. The lady 
' en said in a sweet voice : 
to. Sea /'. J/, d bien venido." ' 
urprise. 

- Hadla '"' 

But he sj ish, and could hardly understand 

any. 

The lady sti....v, ^d ; but she allowed Mergy to lead 

her to one of the c in which she sat. motioning to him 

to take the other, i she began the conversation in 

French, but with a foreign accent, which was sometimes 
very marked, and. as it were, exaggerated, while at other 
times it did not appear at all. 

" Sir, your valiancy has made me forget the reserve cus- 
tomary with my sex. I wished to sec so accomplished a 
cavalier, and 1 find him none other than repute has asserted. " 

Mergy blushed and bowed, "Will you, madame," said 
he, ■■ be so cruel as to preserve that mask, which like an 
envious cloud hides from me the rays of the sun ? " Now 
he had read this phrase in a book translated from the 
Spanish. 

" Sir Cavalier, if I find your discretion to be of proof, you 
shall see me more than once face to face ; but for to-day you 
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" Ah, madame, that pleasure, by its very yreatness. makes 
me long but more violently to see you. " 

He was kneeling at her feet, and seemed as though he 
would raise the mask. 




" Pi)C0 a po£0,' Sir Frenchman ! You go too fast. Resume 
your seat, or 1 leave you this moment. If you knew who I 
am and what I dare in order to see you, you would be con- 
tent with the mere honour that I do you in coming hither." 

" Truly. I think your voice is not unknown to me." 

" Yet you have never heard it before. Tell me, could you 
love faithfully a woman who loved you ?" 

"Since 1 have been with you I have felt *" 

' •■ l-air and softly." 




r Of caASLBS /jr. 

* %3a ianc arvcr sets mc: so you cannot love me. 
'itt an %iHnr ■Wihtr I am fair or foul." 

" l a^ ^BC JOB aic channti^-' 

r^ aaoBBMn widklmr bcr hand which be had strized, 
s»k. WkA n. ID her mask as chough she would lake it off. 

' BhK afcoc wadd you do if )\hi saw before you a woman 
iKT jaas aid and fr^fatfuUy hideous ?~ 

-r * ' ■" " 

ni." She sighed as she spoke*. 
snd die 

~ Yoor dianniog r hand that you are trying in 

vain to rob me of. an ihin ; prove your youth." 

Bat there n-as more gallantry tlian assurance in this 

■ Alas.'" she sighed. 

MeqfT began to be really alarmed. 

■ Lov« is nut enough for you men," she said ; " you must 
\\A.\K bcaut\' too." And she sighed once more. 

■ L«t mc- I implore you, take off this mask *' 

"Nov no!" and she repulsed him briskly. "Remember 
\i>ur promise!" But then she added in a gayer tone, " I 
>hv'uld run too much risk in unmasking. I like to see you 
_ii my feet : and if perchance 1 were neither young nor fair— 
t \ou choughtme neither — you might leave me disconso- 
.lu- 

>\\\}v, iiK iiVn but that little hand of yours !" 
^iK- drtw off a perfumed glove, and held out to him a 
■„,i^l ,i> white as snow. 

■ "riiK'w that hand!" cried he. " There is but one so fair 
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" What countess ?"' 

" The Countess de Turgis, " 

" Ah ! I know what you mean. Madame de Turgis has 
white hands enough, thanks to her perfumer's almond paste. 
But I think^ I can boast that mine are softer than hers." 

All this was said very naturally ; and Mergy, who had 
thought that he recognized the beautiful countess's voice, 
grew doubtful, and felt as if he must give up the notion. 

" Two instead of one !" thought he. " Have I a fairy 
godmother?" And he strove to discover on the lovely 
hand the mark of a ring which he had seen Madame de 
Turgis wear. But the fingers, round and of perfect sym- 
metry, showed not the slightest mark of wear, not the 
faintest trace of being out of shape. 

'* Madame de Turgis !" again cried the incognita, laughing. 
" Truly you arc kind to take me for her. I trust, thanks to 
heaven. 1 have a little the advantage of her !" 

" Yet. on my honour, the countess is the most beautiful 
woman I have ever seen." 

" You love her, then ?" asked she sharply. 

" Perhaps ; but I beg you, take off your mask, and show 
me a woman fairer still." 

" When I am sure that you love me, then you shall see 
me face to face." 

" Love you ? But, in God's name, how am I to love \ou 
without seeing you ? ' 

■■ This hand is pretty : fancy my face a match for it." 

"Now I knmo you are charming; for you have just 
berrayed yourself by dropping the disguise of yonr voice. I 
am certain I recognized it !'" 

"And it is the voice of Madame de Turgis?" said .she, 
laughing, and with a strong Spanish accent. 
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" Exactly so. " 

"A mistake, a mistake of yours, Seiior Bernarjo ! My 

name Is Dona Maria — -Dona Maria de but I will tell 

you my surname later. I am a lady of Barcelona ; my 
father, who keeps stern watch over me, has been tra- 
velling for some time, and I profit by his absence to amuse 
myself and see the French Court. As for Madame de 
Turgis, cease, I pray you, to mention that woman to me ; I 
'here is no spitefuller lady at 
C know, too, how she became a 

widow ?" 

'■ I have h< ^." i 

" Well, thei ^hat did they tell you ?" I 

■ That, finu, , ..cr nusband paying attentions to her 
waiting-woman, she seized a poniard, and dealt him such a 
blow with it that the poor man died a month afterwards." 

" And the deed seems horrible to you }" 

"Nay, I confess that I can excuse her. They say she 
loved her husband ; and I think nobly of jealousy." 

" You say that because you think yourself in her presence, 
but at heart you despise her." 

There was a touch of sadness and melancholy in the voice, 
but it was not now that of Madame de Turgis, and Mergy 
was completely puzzled. 

"What!" said he, "you are Spanish and you do not 
respect jealousy ? " 

■' No more of this. What is the black ribbon that you 
wear round your neck ? " 

" 'Tis a relic." 

■' I thought you were a Protestant. ' 
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'■ Ah ! if you wish to please me you will think no more of 
ladies. I would fain be more to you than all women. Who 
gave you the reliquary ? Madame de Turgis again ? " 

*■ Nay. truly." 

"'Tis false." 

■■ Then you are Madame de Turgis! " 

" You have betrayed yourself, Sefior Bernardu." 

•■ How ? •■ 

"When 1 see Madame de Turgis I shall ask how 
she came to commit sacrilege by giving a holy thing to a 
heretic." 

Mergy's puzzlement grew deeper every moment. 

'■ But," she continued, " I want that reliquary. Give it 
me ! '■ 

•■ No : I cannot." 

" I will have it. Dare you refuse me ? " 

■' But I promised to return it to the giver." 

" Bah ' a childish promise that ! Promises made to false 
women are not binding. Besides, take heed ! 'tis, |>erchance, 
a charm, a dangerous talisman, that you wear. They say 
she is a great enchantress." 

■■ I believe not in witchcraft." 

'■ Nor in wizards ? " 

■' I believe a little in iK'tlches" and he laid stress on the 
last word, 

" Listen ! Give me the relic, and perhaps then I will take 
off my mask." 

■' That is her voice this time. ' 

■■ Once more, will you give me that relic ? " 

" I will give it you back, if you will doff your mask." 

" Ah ! how sick 1 am of that Turgis of yours ! Love her as 
much as you like ; what do I care ? " 
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She turned on her chair as if irritated ; and the satin i 
which veiled her bosom heaved and sank rapid!)'. For I 
some moments she spoke not. Then suddenly turning once 
more, she cried in mocking tones, " i'ala me Dios f V. Af. ■ 
no fs raballero, cs un mongc .' " ' 

With a wave of her hand she upset the two tapers that | 
burnt on the table, together with half the bottles and dishes. 
As the lights went out she tore off her mask, and in the \ 
deepest gloom Mergy felt burning lips which sought his, and i 
a pair of arms closely embracing him. ': 

' " God forgive mc ! Yoii are no knighl, y 
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""H M clock "f a neljrhbouring 
church struck lour. 
■Good heavens! lour? I shall harilly 
have time to reach home before day ! " 
" Ah. cruel love ! you would leave nie so soon ?" 
' I must : but we shall soon see each other again." 
" We shall soon see each other ? you forget, 
dearest countess, that 1 have not seen you yet ! " 

■■ Never mind your countess, baby that you are ! I am 
Dona Maria ; and when the light comes you will see that I 
am not she for whom vou take me." 
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1 

I know tne| 



" Where is the door ? 1 will call someone." 

" No, Bernardo, let me go down by myself; 
room, and 1 can find a match." 

" Take care not to step on the glass ; you broke enough 
last night." 

" I can take care of myself, thank you." 

" What have vou I'ot there ?" 

Holy X'irgin I what shall I do .* 1 

dagger ! " 

■Oman for some more." 

; it to me. Farewell, beloved 



'■Do no 
liernardo ! " 

The door ■ 
laughter souii ^^ 
quest had t >ed 
darkness he bumj 



hut immediately; a long burst nl 
iide. Mergy perceived that his con* 
and tried to pursue her. But in the 
inst the funiiture. he entangled 
himself with garments and curtains, and he never could find 
the door. Suddenly it opened, and a person entered holding 
a dark lantern. Mergy seized the lantern-bearer at once. 

■■ Ah ! "' cried he, with a tender embrace. " I have got you 
now ; you cannot escape me again ! " 

"Let me alone. M. de Mergy," said a gruff voice. "Is 
that the way you squeeze people ? " 

He recognized the crone, and exclaimed, " The devil take 



Then he dressed himself without speaking, took up his 
weapons and his cloak, and left the house in very much 
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him of a Spanish lady of i^reat bt-aiily, as far as he could 
judge in the absence of light; but ht.- did not so much as 
mention the suspicions which had occurred to him about his 
incognita. 








CHAPTER X\'I. 



THE lONFESSTON. 



" ABif'hilryBn. No more of this Alcnier:!, I liescetli yoii. 
Ij-l ii*t«wrioiis." 

MiLI^RR, AmfhilryoH. 

TWO days passed without any message from the pre- 
tended Spaniard, and on the third the brothers learnt 
that Madame de Tiirgis had arrived the day before in Paris, 
and that she would certainly go to pay her respects to the 
Queen-Mother in the course of the day. They went at once 
to the Louvre, and found her in a gallery surrounded by 
ladies, with whom she was conversing. The sight of Mergy 
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did no* seem lo cause ber the sligfaiesi emocion, nor did the 
fainiest blash colour her geoaally pale cheeks ; but as soon 
2s she sav him. de nodded to liini as tn an old acquaintance. 
and aJter the usual coaip£mciHs were exchanged she leant 
towaids him and wfaispard : 

". I hope your Hi^ucnoc otistinacy b a Ktde shaken now. 
%•: — 1 ^ convert j-ou." I 

« experienced in your own person 
. e vimie of nJtcs ? ** 

Meig)-i. tusly. 

" The me lir hand which gave me this little 

box." said be tve «-tth which it inspired me, no 

doubt d«»ubleu — . -aigth and my skilL" 

Sht laughed ; but shtx>k her finger threateningly at him. 

'■ You are becoming impiertinent, master comet ! Do you 
know who it is lo whom \-ou speak thus ? " 

.\b she spoke she drew off her glove lo arrange her hair. 
Merg\- stared at the hand, and fmrn it carried his glance to 
the eyes, wide-awake and wicked-looking, of the beautiful 
countess- She burst out laughing at his astonished coun- 
tenance. 

■" Why do you laugh ? " said he. 

■■ If you come to that, why do you look at me with this 
astounded air } " 

" Pardon me. but for some days past I have been living 



1 
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" What motto is that ?" 

" A single word : Callad'' 

"What does that mean ? " 

" Ah. you do not know Spanish," said he, observing her 
narrowly ; but she bore his examination without the slightest 
appearance of perceiving any hidden meaning in his words; 
and the young man, after fixing his eyes on hers, had in 
fact to lower them soon in forced recognition of the more 
potent spirit in those which he had ventured to challenge. 

" In my childhood," said she. with an air of complete 
unconcern. " I knew a few words of Spanish, but I think I 
have forgotten them now ; so talk French, if you wish me 
to understand you. What does your motto mean ?" 

■■ It recommends discretion, madame." 

■' By my faith ! it would be a good motto for our young 
courtiers, especially if they could manage to suit the deed 
to the word. But you are very clever, M. de Mergy. 
Who taught you Spanish ? I will wager that it was a 
lady." 

Mergy looked at her tenderly, and with something of a 
smirk. 

" I know but a word or two of Spanish," said he under 
his breath ; " and it was love that engraved them on my 
memorj'." 

" Love !" repeated the countess mockingly. .And as she 
spoke quite loud, several ladies turned their heads at ihe 
word, as if to ask what was the matter. 

Mergy. rather piqued at her satire, and annoyed at seeing 
himself treated thus, drew from his pocket the Spanish 
letter which he had received from the crone, and offered it 
to the countess. 

" I have no doubt," said he, " that vou are as clever as I. 
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and that you w31 have no difficulty in construing this 
Spanish/* 

Diane de Tuigis snatched the billet, read it, or pretended 
to read it, and, laughing consumedly, handed it to the lady 
next her. 

'' Come, Madame de Chiteauvieux,'* said she, ** read this 
love-letter which M. de Mergy has just received from his 
mistress, and which he is good enough, as it appears, to lay 
at my feet. The beauty of it is that I know the hand.'* 

" Ver)' likelyr said Meigy rather bitterly, but still in a 
low tone. 

Madame de Chiteauvieux read the letter ; laughed, and 
passed it to a gentleman, who did the same to another; and 
in a minute or two ever}*one in the gallery was acquainted 
with the favour which a Spanish lady had shown to Meigy. 

When the laughter ceased, the countess demanded of 
Mergy whether he thought the lady of the letter pretty. 

" On my honour, madame,** said he, ** I think her not 
less pretty than yourself." 

•• Oh, heavens 1 what do you say ? But you must only 
have seen her at niorht : for I know her well. And faith ! I 
congratulate you on your good fortune." And she began to 
lauv^h more uncontroUablv than ever. 

" Hut. my pretty Diane," said Madame de Ch&teauvieux, 
'• why do you not tell us who this Spanish dame is who is 
lucky enough to have secured M. de Merg)'s heart?" 

* Before I name her. I beg you. M. de Mergj', to declare 
before these ladies whether you have seen your love by 
davli^rht ?" 

Men^v felt not a little awkward : and his uneasiness and 
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" Not to make mysteries," said the countess, " this note is 
from the Seiiora Doila Maria Rodriguez. I know her 
writing as well as my father's." 

■■ Maria Rodriguez ! " cried all the ladies with a shout of 
laughter. 

Now Dofia Rodriguez was a lady of more than lifty 
summers. She had been a duenna at Madrid; and I do 
not know either why she had come to France, or why Mar- 
guerite de \'aIois had given her a place in her household. 
Perhaps she kept this kind of monster beside her in order 
to set off her own charms by the contrast ; just as the 
painters of the time drew on the same canvas the portrait of 
a beauty and the caricature of her dwarf But when Dofia 
Rodriguez appeared at the Louvre, she was the butt of all 
the Court ladies for her starched air and her old-world 
costume. 

Mergy shuddered. He had seen the duenna ; and he 
remembered with horror that the masked lady had given 
the name of " Maria." AH his memories became entangled ; 
he was visibly chopfallen, and the laugh redoubled. 

"She is a most discreet dame," said Madame de Turgis, 
"and you could not have made a better choice. She looks 
quite handsome when she has her false teeth in and her 
black wig on. Besides, she is certainly not more than 
sixty." 

"She must have bewitched him!" cried Madame de 
Chateauvieux. 

" Perhaps M. de Mergy is an antiquary ? " asked another 
lady. 

What a pity, ' said one of the Queen's maidens, sighing 
low — " what a pity that men will take such ridiculous 
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Mergy was slUl trying his best to defend hiinself. and 
was cutting a very foolish figure under a shower of ironical 
congratulations, when the King appeared at the gallery's end. 
All smiles and jokes ceased at once ; the company drew up 
in rows to let him pass, and silence followed the tumuli. 

The King was reconducting the Admiral, with whom he 




had had a long interview in his cabinet. His hand 
rested in familiar fashion on the shoulder of CoHgny, 
whose grey beard and black garments contrasted sharply 
with Charles's youthful mien and his gaily embroidered 
dress. To see them, men might have said that the young 
King, with discretion rare on the throne, had chosen ihe 
lj(.st and wisest of his subjects as a favourite. 
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low in his ear, " Do not be angry with inc, and Jo not louk 
at this till you are outside." 

At the same moment there fell into his hat. which he held 
in his hand, a sealed paper with something hard inside. He 
pocketed It, and ten minutes later, when he had left the 
Louvre, he opened it, and found a small key, with the words : 
" This key opens my garden gate. To-night at ten. 1 
love you. I shall never be masked for you again, and you 
shall at last see Dofia Maria and Diank." 

The King, after escorting the Admiral to the end 
of the gallery, said, " Farewell, father." clasping his 
hands. "You know whether I love you; and I know you 
are mine, body and soul." And he followed the words with 
a loud laugh. Then, on his way back, he stopped before 
Captain George, and said, "Tomorrow, after mass, come 
and speak to me In my cabinet." He turned his head and 
threw a half an.\ious glance towards the door by which 
Coligny had just departed ; then he left the gallery to closet 
himself with the Marshal de Ret2. 




CAPTAIN GEORGE betook himself to the Louvre 
at the appointed time. He had nn sooner given his 
name than the usher, raising a door-curtain of tapestry, 
introduced him into the King's closet. Charles, who was 
sitting by a small table in the attitude of one who writes, 
motioned to him with his hand to be quiet, as if he feared 
to lose the thread of the ideas which occupied him. So the 
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captain remained standing in a respectful posture half-a- 
dozen paces from the table, and had leisure to survey the 
apartment and to remark its ornaments in detail. They were 
simple enough, consisting of hardly anything but equipments 
for the chase hung anyhow about the walls. A fairly good 
picture of the Virgin, with a great branch of box above it, 
hung between a long arqucbuss and a hunting-horn. The 
table at which the monarch wrote was covered with papers 
and books. On the floor a rosary, and a small book of 
" Hours." lay huddled up with nets and hawks' bells ; while 
a large greyhound slumbered on a cushion hard by. 

Suddenly the King threw down his pen with a gesture of 
rage and a muttered oath. His head on his breast, he 
paced the length of the room twice or thrice with ill-mea- 
sured steps, and then, suddenly halting in front of the 
captain, he gazed at him in a startled fashion, as if he had 
not noticed him before. 

" Ah! 'tis you !" he cried, with a step backward. 

The captain bowed to the ground. 

" I am glad to see you. 1 had something to say to you 
but " And he stopped. 

George, as he waited for the end of the sentence, stood 
with his mouth slightly open, his neck stretched forward, 
his left foot some inches in advance of the right — in short, . 
in the exact position, I think, which a painter would give to 
a figure of Attention. But the King's head dropped once 
more on his bosom, and he seemed busy with some idea a 
thousand leagues away from those which he had ju5t been 
on the point of putting into words. For some minutes there 
was total silence, and Charles at last sat down and put bis 
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a dang of the long spurs with which his 
boots were garnished. The great hound 
woke with a start, and taking the stamp for 
a signal to himself, got up, came close to 
the King's chair, laid his two paws on the 
royal knees, and, lifting his slender head, 
which rose far above the King's, opened 
his mouth wide and yawned in the most 
unceremonious manner. So difficult 
is it to teach dogs a courtly mode of 



ing drove away the dog, 





ho lay down again with a 

!gh. and once more, his eyes 

meeting the captain's as if by chance, 

he said, "'Excuse me, George, it is 

rhyme which has driven me 

to desperation. " 

' The reader may supply an epi- 
ihct. Charles IX. frequently used 
oaths, which were forcible enough in 
all conscience, but far from elegant. 
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" Perhaps I am in your Majesty's way ?" said the captain, 
with another deep bow. 

'■ Not at all, not at all, " said the King, rising and putting 
his hand on the captain's shoulder familiarly. He smiled as 
he did it, but his smile was on the lips only, and his eyes, 
which were far distraught, took no part therein. 

" Did the chase the other day tire you ?" asked he at last, 
evidently finding some difficulty in starting his subject. 
" The stag made a long fight of it." 

" Sire, I should hardly be worthy to command a troop of 
your Majesty's light horse if a day's hunting like that of the 
day before yesterday tired me. In the late war M. de Guise 
used to call me the Albanian, because he never saw me out 
of the saddle." 

" Yes, I have been told that you are a good horseman. 
But tell me, are you a good shot ?" 

" 1 can use the arquebuss pretty well, sire, though I am 
far from being your Majesty's equal at it. Such skill is not 
given to everyone." 

" Well, you see that long piece there. Load it with a 

dozen buckshot, and me if at sixty paces one of them 

goes wide of the breast of the scoundrel you may have taken 
for mark !" 

"Sixty paces is a fair range; but I would rather not try 
the experiment personally with a marksman like your 
M ajesty." 

" And it would send a ball of the right calibre into a man's 
body at two hnndred," said the King, putting the arquebuss 
into the captain's hands. 

" It seems as good as it is richly mounted," said Geoi^, 
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g"uns. Take aim with it, that 1 may see how you yo to 
work. " 

The captain obeyed, and Charles went on speaking slowly, 
" A pretty tool is an arquebiiss ! At a hundred paces, and 
with a crook of the finger, thus, one can be sure of ridding 
oneself of an enemy ; and neither mail shirt nor corslet will 
keep out a good bullet." 

I have already said that Charles IX., either from a 
trick acquired in youth, or from natural timidity, scarcely 
ever looked his interlocutor in the face, But this lime he 
looked straight at the captain with a singular expression 
in his eyes. George dropped his own almost without in- 
tending it ; and the King almost immediately did the same. 
There was silence for a moment, but George was the first 
to break it- 

" Still, however adroit a man may be with firearms, lance 
and sword are the surer weapons." 

■■ Yes, but the arquebuss " and Charles siuiled oddly. 

Then he began again : " They say. George, that the 
Admiral has mortally insulted you .-' " 

" Sire " 

'■ I know it ; I am certain of it. Hut I should like you 
1 could wish you to tell me the matter yourself." 

"Sire, it is true: I was speaking to him of an unlucky 
affair in which I had the deepest interest " 

" ^'our brother's duel .'* I'aith, 'tis a pretty fellow who 
knows how to spit a man neatly : 1 honour him for it ; 
Comminges was a coxcomb and got his deserts. Hut, death 
of my life ! how the devil did old Greybeard find occasion 
in this to pick a quarrel with you ? " 

" I fear that certain hapless differences of religion, and 
my conversion, which I thought had been forgotten " 
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1 

of forgeniogl 



" Forgotten ? " 

" Your Majesty having set the example of 
religious differences, and your Majesty's rare and impartial . 
justice being " > 

■• Learn, my good fellow, that the Admiral never , 
forgets." 

" Sire. 1 have had occasion to perceive that." and Geoi^e's i 
face darkened. 

do you mean to do ? " 

" Yes : S| 

'* Sire, I : gentleman, and the Admiral is too 

old a man. i ige him ; and besides, sire," added 

he with a be ^ <iii . mpt to make good what he thought 

might seem the too ixjld a speech by a courtly 

phrase, " if <i uuel jssible, I should fear to lose your 

Majesty's favour by it. 

•■ Bah ! " said the King, and he rested his right hand on 
George's shoulder. 

•' Luckily," went on the captain, '■ my honour is not in the 
Admiral's hands ; and if anyone of my own rank suggested 
any doubt of it. then I should ask for your Majesty's per- 
mission " 

" That means that you will not take revenge on the 
Admiral himself? yet the fellow grows terribly insolent." 

George opened his eyes in amazement. 

■■ And \et further," continued the King, " he has insulted 
you, has grievously insulted you. may the devil take me ! if 
they say truth. A gentleman is not a footboy. and there are 
thinL's which cannot be borne even from a orince." 
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" Perhaps; but " and the Kinj^ lifted the arquebuss, 

and took aim with it once more. 

" Do you understand me ? " said he, 
jjlll I he captain fell back two steps ; for 

~=^^^ the monarch's gesture was plain enoujjh. 
and the diabolical expression of his coun- 
tenance gave it only loo clear a comment. 
" What ! sire, you would advise 




The King struck the butt of. the gini 
violently on the floor, and cried, looking 
ijjjj^ at the captain with angry eyes : 



advise 

Hy the 

body of Goil I 

1 advise you 

nothing ! " 

Not know- 
ing what to an- 
swer, George 
did what many 
people would have done in his 
place. He bowed, and looked at the 
ground. 

But the King soon went on in a milder tone : 
" Still, if you happened to let fly at him in order to avenge 
)our honour. I cannot say that I should greatly care. By 
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le Pope's boweU! a gentknun has no more prectous'' 
wssession than hU honour, and there is nothing he may not 
Jo to make it ^e and sound. Besides, these Ch^tillons 
we as proud and insoltnt as the hangman's understrappers. 
The rascals would twist my neck, I know, if they could, and 
take my place. \\"h\-, sometimes when I see the Admiral 
my 6ngers itch to tear his beard out." 

age from a man ordinanly sparing 

ered never a word. 

King, '• what in God's name are 

you going i place ( would wail for him as he 

comes trom neeting-house. and send a good 

arquebuss chs indow into his loins. My cousin 

of Guise wo » I enough to you. by Jove ! and you 

would have r much lor the peace of the kingdom. Do 

you not know that this heretic is more king of 'France than 
1 am mysell ? I am sick of it : I tell \'ou frankly what I 
think : we must teach the — — not to touch the honour of a 
gentleman. A hole drilled through the skin is fair pay for 
a wound given to honour." 

" .\ gentleman's honour is not mended but ended by 
assassination. " 

The answer came on the King like a thunderbolt. Motion- 
less, his hands stretched towards the captain, he still clutched 
the arquebuss which he had seemed to offer as an instrument 
of vengeance. His lips were bloodless and half-parted, and 
his haggard eyes, fixed on those of George, seemed at once 
to exercise and undergo a horrid fascination. At last the 
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eyebrows and hts mouth gave evidence of the struggle 
which was going on in his heart. 

" Captain," said he after a long 
silence, " where is your troop of 
light horse ?" 

" At Meaux, sire." 
" In a day or two yon will join 
it and bring it yourself to Paris. 

In yes, in a day or two yoii 

will have your orders ; farewell ! " 
and his voice still rang harsh and 
angrily. The captain bowed 
deeply, and Charle.s, pointing to 
the clo.set door, informed him that 
his audience was finished. 

He was departing backwards 
with the usual ceremonial bows, 
when the King, rising sharply, 
seized his arm — 

" Keep your mouth shut at 
least ! You understand ? " 

George bowed once more, and 
laid his hand on his heart. As 
he left the room he heard tlie 
King harshly calling his grey- 
hound, and cracking his dog- 

j^' ' t whip, as if inclined to vent his 

< ''^_ ', -c '~ wrath on the innocent animal. 

^^ As soon as he was at home the captain 

wrote the following missive, which he 

conveyed to the Admiral : " One who loves you not, 

but loves honour, bids you beware of the I.^ukc of Guise, 
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and, it may be, of someone mightier still. Your life is in 
clanger." 

But the letter produced no effect on Coligny's dauntless 
soul. All know that shortly afterwards, on the 22nd of 
August, 1572, he was wounded with an arquebuss-shot by 
a wretch named Maurevel. who received from the deed the 
nickname of " The King's Butcher." 




Somebiitly intercepts a glance with littl 
it with still less, and then all is knoMii. 



WHKN two lovers 
arc vtry caiitidus, 
sometimes a whole week 
or more passes before the 
public is admitted to their 
At the end of 
that time prudence 
pves herself a 
holiday : precau- 
tion bejjjins to 
appear ridiculous, 
difiicultv, construes 
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Thus no lonjT time passed before the connection of the j 
Countess de Turgis and the younger Mergy ceased to be a , 
secret for Catherine's Court. A crowd of convincing proofs 
would have been enough to open even blind eyes. For 
instance, Madame de Turgis usually wore lilac ribbons; and 
rosettes of lilac ribbons adorned Bernard's sword-hilt, the 
skirts of his doublet, and his shoes. The countess had 
mnHp no tiprrf-t of hpr di'ilike for a beard, and her liking for j 
:ache ; now for some short time 
ways carefully shaved, while his 
moustache- led, stiffly pomaded, and combed 

with a leat cribed a crescent, the points of ' 

which soarea ' above his nose. And people 

even had the .. ..v^e lo say that a certain gentleman, 
who had occasion to go forth very early, and was passing 
through the Rue des Assis. had seen the countess's garden 
gate open, and a man come forth, whom, notwithstanding the ' 
fact that his face was completely enveloped in hts cloak, he 
liad had no difficulty in recognizing as the Seigneur de Mergy. 

But the most convincing proof of all, and the most sur- 
prising to the world, was the sight of the young Ruguenot 
— the pitiless derider of all the ceremonies of the Catholic 
faith — assiduously frequenting the churches, never missing 
a procession, and even dipping his fingers in holy water, 
which a day or two earlier he would have regarded as 
hideous sacrilege. Men whispered that Diane had gained 
a soul for heaven ; and young gentlemen of the Protestant 
faith made it known that they were not indisposed to con- 
sider the question of conversion seriously, if, instead of 
Capuchins and I-ranciscans, missionaries to them were 
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Yet Bernard was a long way from being converted. 
Certainly he went to church with the countess ; but then he 
kept at her side, and never ceased whispering in her ear 
during the whole, mass, to the great scandal of the faithful. 
Hy this means he not only escaped listening to the service 
himself, but also prevented devout persons from attending 
to it as they ought to have done. As for processions, it 
is well known that in those days they were mere pleasure 
partie^;. as full of amusement as a masquerade. And lastly. 
Mergy had given up his scruple about dipping his fingers 
in holy water, simply because it gave him the occasion of 
publicly squeezing a pretty hand which never touched his 
without a quiver. However, if he kept his faith, he had to 
fight stoutly for it ; and Diane had all the greater advantage 
in her controversies with him. that she generally chose, for 
the purpose of theological discussion, the particular moments 
when it was hardest for Mergy to refuse her anything. 

" Dear Bernard," said she one evening, resting her head 
on her lover's shoulder, while she twined her long black 
tresses round his neck — "dear Bernard, you were at church 
to-day with me. Did that beautiful sermon produce no 
effect on your heart ? Will you always be stubborn .■' " 

" Ah. dearest ! how can you believe that a whining 
Capuchin can do what you have not done with your sweet 
voice, and with religious arguments so well reinforced by 
my Diane's loving looks ? " 

"Sinner! I should like to strangle you !" And pulling 
one of her locks a tittle tighter, she drew him still closer to 
herself. 

"Do you know how I spent sermon-time?" asked he. 
" In counting the pearls in your hair. Only see how you 
have spilt them about the room ! " 



-3 _V_ :iI_-_ :f Z3AZL£S JX. 

": :n —''. ii:c iitg*: to ibe sermon I It is 
: iCtrr- .\i " siii iJse a Jtt*e sadly. " well 
:i- j:t* =fi r>:t £> I iL«« you. If you did. 

■■■ZT Tr^ estraai ar^mciit ? Let us It^avc 
j:c ii.tnir^ a:ii i^- cur ptcat^rs : and let us 




■ 1 covi!d save yoii how happy 

BL-r:i2rJ.», to do ihal, I wouiti 

ir-> that 1 >hall have to spend in 



ini ].ru,>-.Ld li(.r in lii:* arms ; but slic repulsed 

r ul iiK-n.ruI-j >adness. 

J not ti.i il'.at for iiK-. liL-mard. Vmi care 
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" Dearest love, do you not know that for love's sake many- 
sins are forgiven ? " 

'■ Yes. 1 know that. But if I could save you. all my sins 
would lie forgiven mc : all those we have done — all thoss 
we may do hereafter — ail would be pardoned. Nay, our 
very sins themselves would have been but the instruments 
of our salvation ! " 

And as she spoke she tightened her arms round him with 
all her strength ; yet the passionate exaltation with which she 
spoke had. in the particular situation, something so comical 
about it. that Mergy felt some difficulty in preventing a 
burst of laughter at this singular fashion of exhorting. 

■' Let us put our conversion off a little longer, my Diane," 
said he. " When we are both old ; when we are too old to 
love, then " 

"Ah, wicked love! you drive me to despair! Why this 
diabolical smile on your lips ? Do you think I long to kiss 
them when they look like that ? " 

■• But you see I am not smiling now." 

•■Come, be quiet; and tell me, qncriiio ih-rmtriio. did jou 
read the book i gave you ? " 

" Yes. I finished it yesterday." 

" Well, what do you think of it .■' There is reasoning fur 
you ! — reasoning to shut the mouth of the intidel ! " 

" Your book, my beloved Diane, is only a farrago of 
nonsense and irrelevance. It is the foolishesr that has yet 
come from your Popish press ; and I will bel that, buldlj- 
as you speak of it, you have never read it." 

" No," she answered, blushing a liltle : " I have not read 
it yet But I am sure it is full of truth and reason. I do not 
want any other proof than the jX-Tsistence of the Huguenots 

ill i-ri inir if Him-n " 
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"Then shall I. to amuse you, go through it Bible in 
hand?" 

"Oh! never, Bernard! Mercy on me, 1 am not a Bible- 
reader, like you heretics. I will not have you weaken my 
Faith. And besides, you would only lose your labour. You 
Huguenots are always so desperately ready will; your 
learning ; you throw it in our teeth whtin you argue ; and we 
nnnr Cathnlir^. whn hsvp not read Aristotle and the Scrip- 
' what to answer." 
choose to believe at any cost, 
withiiiit gi the trouble to find out whether 

belief is reasuiidi t. Now we at least study our 

religion before de, , and. above all, before trying to 

make converts of Oi.iv. 

" I would I had loquence of Father Giron, the 

Franciscan." 

" He is a fool and a baooler. But he might shout as loud 
as he liked six years ago in a public discussion ; our minister 
Houdart put him down." 

"A story— a heretic story!" 

"What? .Do you not know that in the course of the 
debate great drops of perspiration were seen to fall from the 
good father's brow on the Chrysostom he held in his hand ? 
Whereon a wit made these verses " 

" I will not hear them ! Do not poison my .ears with your 
heresy. Bernard ! my beloved Bernard I I adjure you 
listen not to all these ministers of Satan, who deceive you 
and lead you hellwards. I implore you, save your soul and 
come back to the Church !" And as, despite her entreaties, 
she still rc.id on hur lover's lips the smile of unbelief — " If 
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" I coiiUI more easily, dearest, renounce my life for you 
ihan what reason shows me to be true. How can yon wish 
even love to prevent my believing that two and two makf' 
four?" 

"Cruel!" she cried. But Bernard had an infallible secret 
for putting a stop to discussions of this kind, and lie 
employed it. 

•■Alas! dear Bernardo." said the countess in a languishing 
voice, when dawning day made it necessary for Mergy in 
leave her, ■' I peril my soul for you, and yet, I see too well. 
! shall not have the consolation of saving yours." 

" Come, come, my angel. Father Giron will give us both 
a right absolution in arliatio moriis." 






% 








CHAPTKR XIX. 

TI[K FKANi-lsr.W. 

- A m»nk ill ilic I'loiMer 
Is not worlh an oyuer : 
liill .met '^'1 him frn- 
\lc is woDh lliirty-lhr«,' ' 

TH I*- day after the marriage of Margiit^ritc with the 
King of Navarre. Captain George, by the orders of 
the Court, left Paris in order to take the commaiul of his 

' In orif!innI - 

'* Monarhus in claustTO 
Non valet ova thio ; 
Scd ((uando L-st cxira 
B«nt valL'l iriginla." Tr.tHs/titor's Xfte. 
K E 
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roup of light horse, then garrisoning Meaux. His lirotht-r 
wile liim farewell cheerfully enough ; and. hoping U) st-e Iiim 
igain before the end of the merrymakiny^, made up his mind 
fl keep house by himself for some days. He was sufti- 
liently busy with Madame de Turgis not to be dcsi>erately 
ifraid of a little solitude, for he was never at home by night, 
ind took his sleep by day. 
On Friday, the 23nd of August. 1572, the Admiral was 
quebuss-shot from a scoundrel of 
And as public rumour set this 
cowardly aiit ination to the credit of the Duke 

de Guise, that lur Paris the next day. as if to be 

out of reach of iplaints and the threats of the 

reformers. The Km^ med at first anxious to prosecute 
him with the ulmosi ly ; but he made no opposition tu 

his return, which wi., le marked by the terrible massacre 
of the 24th. 

It happened that ;i goodly company of well-mounted 
young Protestant genilcmcn, alter paying a visit of inquiry 
to the Admiral, spread themselves about the streets with 
the intention of searching out Guise or his friends and 
picking a quarrel if they met them. Yet at first things 
went quietly enough. The populace, alarmed at their num- 
bers, or perhaps biding another time, were silent as they 
passed, and heard unmoved their cries of " Death to the 
Admiral's assassins!" and "Down with the Guisards!" 

At the corner of a street some dozen Catholic youth of 
([uality. among them more than one follower of the House 
of (.".uise, suddenl)' faced the Protestant party, A serious 
sduabblo seemed likelv : but nothinE' of the sort haonened. 
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Fiugiienots ; and a young man of good appearance, who was 
at their head, advanced towards Mergy, bowed to him 
politely, and said in a familiar and friendly tone. "Good 
day, M. de Mergy. You have seen M. de Chatillon, of 
course ? How is he? Have they caught the assassin ?" 

The two parties halted, and Mergy, recognizing the 
Baron de V'audreuil, returned his salutation and answered 
his questions. Other remarks were exchanged between 
individuals on both sides ; and as they were brief, the parting 
took place without a quarrel. The Catholics yiekk-d the 
crown of the causeway, and each went his way. 

V'audreuil had held Mergy back for some time, so that 
he was separated from his companions. As they parted, 
V'audreuil looked at Mergy's saddle, and said. " Take care ! 
Unless I mistake, your nag is ill-girthed. Look to it." 
Mergy dismounted and adjusted the girths ; but he was 
scarcely in the saddle again when he heard a sharp trot 
behind him. He turned his head, and saw a young man 
whose face he did not know, but who had been one of the 
party they had just met. 

'■ me!" cried the newcomer, addressing him, " I 

would I could meet, man to man. one of the fallows who 
jusi now cried " Down with the Guisards.'" 

■■ You need not go far to find one, sir," answered Mergy. 
■■ What can 1 do to oblige you ?" 

"Ah ! Are you one of the rascals .■' ' 

Mergj' drew at once, and struck the Guises' friend over 
the face with the flat of his sword. He seized a holster 
pistol and fired it point-blank at Mergy. Luckily it Hashed 
in the pan, and Diane's lover, replying with a stout sword- 
blow on his foes head, stretched him, bathed in his blood, 
at his horse's feet. Instantly the populace, who had hitherto 
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: and as resis- 
t he act «pun to 
E fast 35 he tneii to cut a 
: teJL and threw him without 
bttC jiso wtdlonc ^ving^ him a chance of 
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.}t duec WOO were pnaemg «K hal hoc covered him with 

' VIThac arc toh ^hxaC: cbBAra ? ~ cned be. " Let the 
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TTi fik cEwtrtuHv. " do j-e not know the 
s'"^s "•-'(T:^ but he giuws hoarse at last ?' 
:;!<; — «,'n; yt shall soon, by the grace of 
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Christian of him. Away with you, and don't burn llie roast 
in your haste to eat." 

The crowd dispersed grumbling, but offering Mergy not 
the least insiih. They even caught his horse for him. 

,.^ " This is the first time in my 

life, father," said he, " that it has 
given me pleasure to see that 
cloth of yours. Believe me that 
1 am grateful, and deign to take 
this purse." 

■■ If you me^n it fur the poor, 
my boy, I will take it. But know 
that 1 take an interest in you. 
N'our brother is my friend, and I 
wish you well. Become a con- 
vert at once : come with me. 
and your business shall soon be 

1 thank you for 

offer, father, but 

1 ha\e not the 

Icist wish til 

be convertetl. 

How I 

know 

What 

name ^ 
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" They call me Brother Lubin, and I think, young rogue. 
I have seen you pretty often hanging about a certain house. 
But mum for that. Tell me, M. de Mergy, do you believe 
now that a monk can do a good deed ?" 

** I will publish your generous conduct everywhere. 
Brother Lubin." 

'' Yet you will not quit meeting for mass ? " 

" Once more, no ; and I will never go to church except 
to hear your sermons." 

" You are evidently a man of taste." 

" Yes ; and an admirer of yours to boot." 

** Then I am sincerely sorry that you persist in your 
heresy. I have warned you ; I have done what I could ; 
what will come must come of it. I wash my hands. Fare- 
well, my child ! " 

*' Parewell, father ! " and Mergy, mounting his horse, 
made his way back to his lodgings a little bruised, but un- 
commonly well satisfied with having got so cheaply out 
ot so awkward an affair. 
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Ii ilnninnl." 



ON the evening of ilic 24th of August a squadron of 
light horse entered I'aris by thegate of Saint Antoine, 
the dusty boots and uniforms of the troopers showing that 
they had had a long ride. Iheir bronzed countenances 
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were lifjhted up by the last glow of daylight : and upon , 
these countenances might be read the vague anxiety which j 
is felt at the approach of a thing, as yet not fully known. . 
but suspected to be of evil nature. 

. The troop rode slowly towards a wide expanse of ground, 

free from houses, which stretched alongside of the old palace , 

of the Tournelles. There their captain bade them halt. 

:fer his cornet to reconnoitre, and 

It the mouth of each adjoining 

ig, as if in presence of the enemy. 

This unut aken, he returned to the front of 

his Hnes. 

" Sergeant c in a harsher and more imperious 

tone than wa \>„, nd an old trooper, his hat adorned 

with a gold k wearing an embroidered scarf, 

respectfully a^jvioac. i chief. 

" Have all the troopers matches?" 

" Yes, captain. " 

" Are the ]jowJer-horns full ? Is there store of bullets ? " 

" Yes. captain." 

" It is well." And he walked his mare along the front of 
his little force, the sergeant following him a horse's length 
in the rear. He had perceived his captain's ill-temper, and 
was shy of addressing him ; but at last he took courage. 

" Captain," said he, " may I give the men leave to feed 
their horses ? you know that they have not eaten since the 
morning." 

■■ No." 

■■ Not even a handful of oats ? It would not take long." 
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The officer made a gesture of impatience. "To yoiir 
post ! " said he drily, and as he continued liis promenade 
the sergeant returned to the midst of the soldiers, 

" Well, sergeant, is it true ? What is going to be done ? 
What is up ? What does the captain say ?" 

A score of questions at once were addressed to him by 
old soldiers, whom long service and old habit privileged to 
use this liberty with their superior officei-. 

■■ We shall see fine doings," said the sergeant in the 
important tone of a man who knows more than he says. 

" How ? how ?" 

" We are not to take the bridles off; not for a minute. 
1-or who knows ? we may be needed any moment." 

"Aha! there is going to be a fight then ?" said the 
trumpeter. "With whom, an't please you?" 

" With whom ? " said the sergeant, repeatuig the question 
to give himself time to meditate an answer. " A pretty 
question, faith ! With whom would you fight except the 
King's enemies ?" 

"Yes; but who are these enemies of the King?"' con- 
tinued the obstinate questioner. 

" The King's enemies! he does not know who the King's 
enemies are," cried the sergeant, shrugging his shoulders 
compassionately. 

"The Spaniards are the King's enemies," said a trooper; 
"but they can hardly have come up like this, in a cloud of 
darkness, without anyone knowing it." 

" Hah !" retorted another, " I know plenty of enemies of 
the King who are not Spaniards." 

" Bertrand is right," said the sergeant, "and 1 know whom 
he means." 

" Who are they ? " 
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" The Hiiy;ut;nots. " said Bertrand. " One need not be a 
wizard to see that. Everybody knows that the Huguenots 
»ot their rehgion from Germany ; and 1 am sure the 
Germans are our enemies, for 1 have often exchanged 
pistol-shots with them- -notably at St. Quentin, where they 
fought Hke devils." 

" That is all very fine," said the trumpeter, " but peace 
naw; hpfn mnrlt- with them and there was fuss enough about 



trooper, m 
Count de la 
war which \v 
body knows i i,.. 

Deuce take 1 

wears spurs « lu Co,.. 
"A plague on him ! 



not our enemies," said a young 
ied than the rest, " is that the 
1 is to head the light horse in the 
wage in Flanders. Now every- 
ichefoucauld is of the religion. 
t of it from head to foot, for he 
1 a hat a la Htiguenote." 
cried the sergeant. " You do not 
know. Merlin; you had not joined then. Hut it was La 
Kuchefoiicauld wlui commantled the ambush which nearly 
finished us off at La Robraye in Poitou. He is a wily 
rascal that ! " 

" And he says," added Bertrand, " that a squadron of 
Reiters is more than a match for a squadron of light horse. 
1 am as sure of it as that yon horse is a roan. 1 heard it 
from one of the Queen's pages." 

His audience showed signs of wrath ; but this gave way 
soon to their curiosity to know against whom the warlike 
preparations and the unusual measures of precaution which 
they saw were being taken, 

" Is it true, sergeant," asked the trumpeter, "that there 
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" The host at the Cross of St. Andrew, where we break- 
fasted," said Bertrand, " toid us how they tried to put an 
end to the mass." 

'■ In that case we could eat meat every day, " said Merlin 
with much philosophy, " Bacon for bean soup ; there is not 
much to complain of in that." 

■■ Yes ; but if the Huguenots rule the roast, the first thinjj 
they will do will be to send alt our light horse troops packing, 
and put dogs of German Reiters in our place." 

" If that be so, I will not be shy of skin-cutting as far as 
they are concerned. Death of my life ! it makes me a 
good Catholic again ! But tell us. Bertrand, since you have 
served with the Protestants, is it true that the Admiral gave 
his troopers only eight sous a day ? " 

■' Not a denier more, the stingy oUI Jew ! so I left him 
after one campaign." 

'■ How cross the captain is to-day," said the trumpeter. 
■■ He. so good a fellow generally, and so ready to talk with 
the men. has not opened his lips the whole journey." 

" The news vexes him." said the sergeant. 

"What news?" 

'■ Why, what ihc Huguenots mean to do. ' 

" The civil war is going to begin again," said Bertrand. 

"So much the belter for us." said Merlin, who always 
look things on their cheerful side. " There will be 
knocks to give, villages to burn, and Huguenot girls to 
tousle." 

" It seems as though they were trying to play their old 
Amboise trick again," said the sergeant ; " and that is why 
we have been sent for. We will set that matter right 
enough." 

v\t this moment the cornel leturned with his detachment. 



311 CHRONICLES OF CHARLES /X. 

and. coming close to the captain, whispered to him, while his 
mtn joined their companions. 

" By my beard ! " said one of the reconnoitring party, *' I 
do not know what is going on to-day in Pans. We have 
not seen so much as a cat in the streets ; while, to make 
amends, the Bastille is full of troops. I saw the Swiss pikes 
in the courtyard as thick as standing corn ! " 

" There were some five hundred of them." said another. 

•■V" first speaker, "is that the 

Hugu >g. and that in the tussle the 

Admiral was wot cl dj i.ic great Duke of Guise's own 
hand." 

•' Ah. the scoundrel \ Well done, Guise ! " cried the 
sergeant. 

'■ And the fact is," added the trooper, " the Swiss were 
saying, In their devil's jargon, that the heretics have been 
put up with too long in France." 

" For some time past they have certainly been giving 
themselves airs, ' said Merlin, 

"A man would say they had beaten us at Jarnac and 
iMontcontour, to judge by their swashing and swa^ering. ' 

■' They want," said the trumpeter, " to eat the meat and 
leave us the bone." 

" It is time," quoth another, "that good Catholics should 
curry their hides for them." 

■■ For my part," said the sergeant, " if the King said to 
me. ■ Kill me these rascals !' may 1 be reduced to the ranks 
if ! would wait for him to say it twice ! " 

"Hut, Belle- Rose, tell us what the cornet has done?" 
asked Merlin. 
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interesting, for he kept crying out, ■ Ah. mon Dicu .' ah ! 
man Dicu /'" 

" Look ! here arc riders coming up at full gallop. They 
must be bringing us orders. " 

'■ There are but two, meseems ; and the captain and the 
cornet are going to meet ihein." 





Two horsemen were in fact riding ^ 
rapidly towards the squadron of light ■^^.^^^ ^— 
cavalry. One. richly dressed and ^ 

wearing a feathered hat and a green scarf. * 
bestrode a charger. His companion was fai, and short, 
and squat; he was dressed in a black gown, and carried 
a large wooden crucifix. 

"We are going to fight, for certain," said the sergeant. 
."They have sent us a chaplain to confess the wounded." 

" It is not very pleasant to fight on an empty stomach ! " 
muttered Merlin. 
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The two horsemen slackened the pace of their steeds, so 
that on reaching the captain they might halt them without 
difficulty. 

" I kiss M. de Mergy's hands," said the man in the green 
scarf, ■■ Does he recognize his servant, Thomas de Mau- 
revel ? " 

The captain was ignorant of Maiirevel's latest crime, and 
knew him only as the assassin of the brave Moiiy. He 
replied very drily : 

"I do not know M. de Maurevelj but 1 suppose that 
you have come to inform us at last why we are here ?" 

■■ The business, sir, is to save our good King and our holy 
religion from the danger which threatens them," 

"What is that danger?" asked George scornfully. 

■'The Huguenots havt: conspired against his Majesty; 
but their guilty plots have been discovered in time, thank 
God, and all good Christians meet to-night to cut them ofT 
in their sleep." 

■' .'\s the Midianites were cut i^H by Gideon the mighty," 
said the man in the black gown. 

•■ What do I hear ?" cried Mergy, shuddering with horror. 

■■ The citizens are in arms," went on Maurevel ; " the 
Gardes Fran^aises and three thousand Swiss are in the 
town. We are nearly sixty thousand strong. At midnight 
the signal will be given, and the ball will open." 

■' Cut-throat villain ! What base imposture are you 
talking ? The King does not order murders — the most he 
docs is to reward them." 

Hut as he spoke George remembered the strange conver- 
sation he had a day or two before with the King. 
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insults. Listen to me. I come, sent by his Majesty, to 
desire that you will accompany me with your squadron. 
The Rue Saint Antoine and the adjoining district are 
assigned to us. and I bring you an exact list of the persons 
whom we must despatch. The reverend Father Male- 
bouche will deliver an exhortation to your people, and wilt 
distribute among them white crosses, such as all Catholics 
will wear, lest in the darkness the faithful should be taken 
for heretics." 

" And I am expected to lend my hand to cut the throats 
of sleeping men ?" 

" Are you a Catholic, and do you acknowledge Charles 
IX. as your King? Do you know the writing of the 
Marshal de Uetz, to whom you owe obedience?" And 
Maurevel handed him a paper which he had in his belt. 

Mergy called a trooper, and by the light of a straw torch 
kindled from an arquebuss-match he read a regular order 
enjoining upon Captain de Mergy in the King's name 
to support the civil guard with armed forces, and to put 
himself under the orders of M. de Maurevel for a purpose 
which the said Maurevel would explain to him. A schedule 
to this order contained a string of names, with the heading 
■■ List of the heretics to be put to death in the Quarter of 
Saint Antoine." By the light of the torch burning in the 
trooper's hands all the cavalry could see the deep emotion 
which this order, unknown to them as yet. produced on their 
leader, 

'■ My troopers will never do the work of assassins !" said 
George, throwing the paper back in Maurevel's face. 

" There is no question of assassination," said (he priest 
coolly. " The matter concerns heretics ; and what is to be 
done is to execute justice on them." 
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"Good pt^ople!" cried Maurevel, raising his voice aixl 
addressinj^ himsulf to the horsemsn, '• the Huguenots design 
thtr death of the King and the Catholics. We must antici- 
pate them. To-night we shall kill them all in their sleep 
and the King grants yon tlie pillage of their houses." 

A shout of savage j<^' 
ran along the lines: "Long; 
live the King!" '"Death 
to the Huguenots!" 

" Silence in the ranks ! 
tlumdered the captain. 
'" No one but I has the 
right to give orders to 
these troopers. Comrades, 
this wretch's words cannot 
be true, and had the King 
himself ordered it, my 
troopers would never slay 
defenceless men." 

The soldiers were silent, 
but Maurevel and his com- 
panion shouted together, 
"Long live the King!" 
" Death to the Hugue- 
nots ! " And the troopers 
an instant later echoed 
■■ Long live the King !" '■ Death to the Huguenots!" 
•' Well, captain, will you obey ? " said Maurevel. 
"I am no longer captain!" cried George, tearing off his 
collar and scarf, the insignia of his rank. 



.JT^ 
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But not a soldier dared to lift hand against his chief. 
George struck Maurevel's sword out of his hand, but instead 
of stabbing him with his own he merely smote him on the 
face with the hilt so forcibly that he unhorsed him. Then 
he cried out to the squadron, " Farewell, cowards I I 
thought my men were soldiers, but they are only assassins. 
For you, Alphonse," turning to the cornet, '" if yon care to 
be captain, here is your chance. Put yourself at the head of 
these brigands." 

And with these words he set spurs to his horse and 
gallopped away towards the centre of the city. The cornet 
followed him for a stride or two ; but soon he slackened his 
horse's pace, then fell into a walk, and at last halted, wheeled 
round, and rejoined the troop, no doubt reflecting that his 
captain's advice, though given in a moment of wrath, was 
none the less good to follow. Maurevel, still dizzy from 
the blow he had received, remounted cursing; while the 
monk, lifting his crucifix, exhorted the soldiers not to give 
quarter to a single Huguenot, but to drown heresy in its 
own blood. They had been staggered for a moment by 
their captain's reproaches ; but, relieved of his presence, 
and seeing before them an alluring prospect of plunder, 
they brandished their sabres over their heads, and swore to 
do whatsoever Maurevel bade them. 




. of Mild..'' 

^HAT same evening, at the usual hour, 

Mt-rgy left his house, and. well wrapped 

^ up in a stone-coloured cloak, his hat pulled 

-^ - '>v(jr his eyes, he bent his steps with all due 

(liscrceUiess towards the countess's alimle. He had scarcely 

made half-a-dozen steps whi.ii \\ti met the surgeon Ambrose 
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Pare, whom he knew as having been a patient of his while 
he was wounded. Par^ was evidently coming from the 
Hotel de Chatillon, and Mergy, after making himself known, 
asked him news of the Admiral. 

** He is better," said the leech. " The wound is kindly, 
and the patients general health is excellent. With God's 
grace he will get well. I hope that the draught I have 
prescribed for him this evening will do him good and give 
him a quiet night." 

A man of the lower class who happened to be passing 
heard them mention the Admiral's name. As soon as he 
was far enough off to risk an insolence without fear of 
punishment, he shouted, " Your devil of an Admiral will 
dance a jig at Montfaucon before long!" and ran off at full 
speed. 

*' The rascal!" said Mergy. "'Tis pity that our great 
Admiral should be obliged to dwell in a town so full of his 
enemies." 

** Luckily his hotel is well garrisoned," said the surgeon. 
" I left the stairs crowded with soldiers, who were lighting 
their matches. Ah, Monsieur de Mergy, these townsfolk 
love us not. Hut it is late, and I must return to the 
Louvre." 

They parted, wishing each other good evening, and 
Mergy went on his way, absorbed in rose-coloured reflec- 
tions which soon made him fororet all about the Admiral and 
the hatred of the Papists. Yet he could not help noticing 
a siuL^uIar l)ustle in the streets of Paris, which were seldom 
much frequented so soon after nightfall. Now he met 
porters carryino^ burdens of unusual shape, which, dark as it 



A LAST ATTEMPT. 231 

arms and lighted matches ; elsewhere windows were opening, 
figures showing themselves for a moment, and retiring at 
once. 

" Ho ! good ft-'llow," cried he to a porter, " where are you 
carrying weapons so late ? " 

■"To the Louvre, fair sir! for tonights entertainment." 
said the man. 

"Comrade," next said Mergy to a sergeant in cnm- 
mand of a patrol, "where are you going armed in that 
fashion ? " 

" To the Louvre, fair sir! for to-night's entertainment." 

" What ! sir page ? you are the King's man, are you not ^ 
Where are you and your fellows taking these chargers 
harnessed for battle ? " 

" To the Louvre, fair sir! for to-night's entertainment." 

'■ To-night's entertainment ! " said Mergy to himself. " It 
seems as if everybody except myself were in the secret. 
However, it matters little. The King can amuse himself 
without me, and I have little curiosity to see his entertain- 
ment." 

Somewhat farther on, he noticed a man in shabby clothes, 
who kept stopping before certain houses and marking the 
doors with a cross in white chalk. 

"What! my good man," snid he. "are you a billet- 
master, that you are marking doors like that ? " But the 
stranger disappeared without making any answer. 

As he turned from one street into another, that where the 
countess lived, he nearly ran into a man. wrajiped like 
himself in a large cloak, who was turning the same corner in 
the opposite direction. Dark as it was, and an.viousas both 
appeared to be to preserve their incognito, they recognized 
each other at once. 
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" Good evening, M. cie B6ville,'" said Mergy, holding out 
his hand. 

In order to give him his own, Bevllle seemed to fumble , 
tinder his cloak ; he shifted something heavy which he was 
carrying from his right hand to his left, and as he did it the 
doak flew a little open, 

"Hail! valiant champion, delight of ladies!" said Bcville. 
" I bet that my noble friend is in luck to-night I " 

? There must be some jealous 

jurhood ; for unless I am very 

much mist, a mail shirt on your shoulders, 

and what you tve your cloak looks remarkably like 

a pair of pistols." 

"One must be prudent, Monsieur Bernard." said Beville ; 
"one must be very prudent," And as he spoke he re- 
arranged his cloak carefully, so as to conceal the weapons he 
was carrying, 

" I am very sorry indeed not to be able to offer jou my 
help and sword to-night to keep the street and stand sentinel 
at your lady's door," said Mergy. " It is impossible now. but 
on every possible opportunity you may reckon on me." 

" No ; you cannot come with me to-night, M. de Mergy," 
said Bcville, and as he said this he smiled oddly. 

" Well then ; good luck and good-bye." 

" I wish ^'tftt good luck, too," said Beville. and again there 
was a certain emphasis in his way of speaking. 

They parted, and Mergy had gone some steps further 
when he heard Beville call him. He turned back and saw 
him also returning, 

■' Is your brother in Paris ?" said Beville. 
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" To-night's entertainment ? " 

"Yes; everyone says that there is goiny to Ix.' a great 
entertainment at Court to-night. " 

B^ville muttered something between his teeth. 

" Good-bye, once more, " said Mcrgy; " I am rather in a 
hurry, and — you know what I mean." 

" Listen ! listen ! only a word," cried Beville ; '■ I caiuiot 
let you go without one word nf advice, wliich comes from 
a true friend." 

"What is that ? " 

" Do not go to her to-night ; believe me. you will thank 
me to-morrow." 

" Is that your advice ? Then I do not understand you. 
Who is she '" 

■' Bah ! you know what I mean. If you are wise, cross 
the river to-night, and at once." 

'■ Is this the joke." said Mergy, " to which you were lead- 
ing up all this time ?" 

" Not in the least. I never was more serious. Cross the 
Seine. I tell you. If the devil is too strong for you, go to 
the Rue Saint Jacques, near the Jacobin Convent. Two 
doors off you will see a large wooden crucifi.x nailed on the 
wall of a mean-looking house. The sign is an odd one for 
the business — but never mind that. Knock, and you will 
lind a very obliging old lady, who will receive you well for 
my sake. " Go, I say, and get reasonable on the other side 
of the Seine. Mother Brulard has divers pretty and well- 
bred nieces, ^'ou understand me ? " 

" You are really too good. I kiss your hands. " 

•' No, no ! pray take the advice I give you. On the word 
of a gentleman you will not be sorry." 

" .-\ thousand thanks: I will avail nuselt ot it another 
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time. To nif^ht 1 am expected." And Mergy began to 
step forward. 

" Cross the Seine, brave friend ; that is my last word. If 
you come to harm by neglecting my advice 1 wash my hands 
of it." 

Beville's voice was so unusually serious that it struck 
Mergy, who caught hold of him. though he had already 
turned away. " What the devil do you mean ? Pray spc-ak 
plainly. M. de Beville, and drop riddles." 

" My dear fellow, probably I ought not to speak so plainly 
as I do. But cross the water bcjare midnight, and God be 
with you." 

■■ But " 

But Beville w'as far away as he said it. Mergy made as 
though to follow him, but soon, ashamed of wasting lime 
which might be so much better employtd, he retraced his 
-steps, and neared the garden where he had to enter. He was 
obliged to walk up and down for some time, to give certain 
passers-by (who he feared might be somewhat surprised at 
seeing him enter a garden gate at such an hour) time to dis- 
appear. The night was fine ; a soft breeze had allayf^d the 
heat, and the moon alternately dipped into and eniet^ed 
from faint white clouds. It was a night made for love. 

At last the street was clear for a minute : he opened the 
garden gate and closed it again noiselessly. His heart beat 
fast ; but he only thought of the joy awaiting htm with his 
Diane, and all the sinister fancies which Beville's strange 
words had awakened were soon distant. He stepped on tip- 
toe to the house, where a lamp burnt behind a red curtain 
at a haIf-o])ened window. It was the appointed signal, and 
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with deep blue damask ; and her dark and dishevelled 

tresses covered the whole of the pillow on which her head 

rested. Her eyes were closed, and she 

seemed to be keeping them so with some 

effort. The room was lighted by a single 

lamp of silver hanging from the ceiling. 

which threw its whole light on the pale face 

and glowing lips of Diane de 

Turgis. She was not asleep, but 

she looked as though she 

were suffering from a painful 




nightmare. Mergy's boots had no 

sooner creaked on the floor of the 

oratory than she raised her head, opened her eyes and her 

mouth, shuddered, and scarcely checked a shriek of terror. 
'■ Did I frighten you, my angel ?" said Mergy. kneeling 

beside her, and stooping over the cushion on which the fair 

countess had allowed her head once more to drop. 
" Thank God." said she, " you are here at last ! " 
" Am I late ? It is still not nearly midnight." 
" Ah, do not touch me, Bernard ! Did anyone see yoit 

enter ? " 

" No one. But what is the matter with you. love ? 

Why do these sweet little lips shun mine ?" 
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"Ah, Bernard, if you only knew! Oh, pray do not 
torment me ! I am horribly ill ; my head aches terribly — 
my brows are on fire ! " 

" Poor darling! " 

" Sit down close to me ; and, I beg you. ask nothing 
of me to-night! I am very ill!" And she hid her lovely 
face in one of the sofa cushions, letting a moan of anguish 
escape. Then suddenly she raised herself on her elbows, 
;s which covered her face, and 
ced it on her own temples, where 
he felt the ig of the veins, "' Vour hand is 

cool — it does ; go id she. 

" Dearest iJiane," wered he, kissing the burning brow, 
"how I wish I could take the headache in your stead !" 

" Ah, yes ; and / wish — — But put the tips of your 
fingers on my eyelids ; it will soothe me. I think if I could 
weep. I should suffer less ; but I can shed no tear." 

There was a long silence, interrupted only by the irre- 
gular and heavy breathing of the countess. Mergy, kneel- 
ing by the couch, gently stroked and sometimes kissed the 
closed eyelids of his beautiful Diane. His left hand rested 
on the pillow, and his mistress's fingers, entwined in his own. 
clutched them from time to time as if by a convulsive 
movement, while her breath, at once sweet and burning, 
touched his lips with a voluptuous caress, 

" Dearest," said he at last, " you seem to me to be suffer- 
ing from something worse than headache. Has anything 
grieved you ? Why do you not tell me what it is ? Do 
you not know that love obliges us to share our pains as 
well as our pleasures ? " 



./ LAST ATTEMPT. 137 

as if exhausted by even this effort, she let her head sink 
back on Mergy 's shoulder. As she did so, the clock struck 
half-past eleven. Diane started, and sat up trembling. 

" But really." said Mergy, "you terrify me, my beautiful 
one ! " 

"Nothing — nothing yet!" said she, in a muffled tone. 
*' How hideous that clock sounds ! At each stroke 1 feel 
as it were a red-hot iron piercing my heart ! " 

Mergy could not devise any better cure, or any better 
answer, than to kiss her forehead as she leant it towards him. 
Suddenly she stretched out her hands, and laid them on 
her lover's shoulders; while still half-lying back, she bent on 
him a gaze so glittering that it seemed as if it would pierce 
him through. 

■■Bernard." said she. "when are yuii going to be con- 
verted ? " 

" Dear angel ! let us not talk of that to-tlay ; it will make 
you still more unwell." 

"It is your stubbornness that makes me ill ; but that 
matters little to you. Besides, time presses ; and were 1 
tijing. 1 could gladly spend my last breath in exhorting 
you." 

Mergy tried to shut her mouth with a kiss, — a very gtxjcl 
argument of its kind, and one which serves as an answer to 
every possible question which can be ]}ut to a lover by his 
mistress. But Diane, who as a rule met him half-way on 
such occasions, repulsed him this time vigorously, and al- 
most indignantly. 

"Hear me, M. de Mergy! "she cried. "Everyday 1 
weep tears of blood as 1 think of you and the error of your 
ways. You know whether I love you or not. Judjje what 
I must suffer when I think that he who is far dearer to me 
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than life may, perhaps at any moment, perish body and 
soul ! " 

" Diane, you know that we agreed never to talk on such 
subjects again." 

'■ But we must, unhappy man ! How do you know that 
you have even an hour left for repentance ? " 

The unusual tone of her voice and her singular expres- 
sions reminded Mergy. against his will, of the strange 
advi ived from Beville, He could 

not \\ n ; but he restrained himself, 

and set down this t ;ss oi :eal for proselytizing to mere 
religious fervour. 

*' What do you mean, fair love ?" asked he. " Do you 
think the ceiling is going to fall in order to kill a Huguenot, 
as the canopy of your couch did yesterday ? It was lucky 
we escaped then at the expense of a little dust!" 

'■ Your obstinacy drives me to despair ! " she replied. 
" Listen ; I dreamt just now that your foes were making 
ready to kill you ; I saw you torn and bleeding in their 
hands ; I saw you give up the ghost before I could bring 
my confessor to your side ! " 

" My foes ? I did not know I had any." 

" Madman ! are not all those who hate heresy your 
enemies? Is not that all France? Yes! all Frenchmen 
must be your foes, so long as you are the foe of God and 
His Church ! " 

•■ No more of this, my queen ! As for your dreams, you 
must go to old Camilla to expound them ; I have no skill 
in that. But let us change the subject. You have been to 
Court to-day. I suppose? It must have been there you 
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Queen ; and I Itft her with my mind made up to make a last 
attempt at bringing about a change in you. You must— 
you absolutely must abjure !" 

" 1 think," interrupted Bernard, " that since, my fair love, 
you are strong enough to preach so earnestly, despite your 
illness, we might, we really might, if you would permit it, 
employ our time better still." 

She received the pleasantry with a glance half- scornful, 
half-angry. 

"Hardened man!" said she in a low voice, and as if 
speaking to herself; "why am I so weak with him ?" Then 
continuing louder, *■ ! see clearly enough that you do not 
love me, and I rank with you not even a little dearer than 
your horse. Provided I minister to your pleasure, what 
does it matter if I am miserable ? For you — for you alone 
— I have consented to suffer the torments of conscience, 
beside which all torments of man's invention and man's 
hatred are nothing. A word of your mouth would restore 
the peace of my soul, and this word you will not speak ! 
You will not sacrifice for my sake a single prejudice of your 
own !" 

" Dear Diane, how you persecute me !" said Mergj'. " Be 
just, and let not your zeal for your religion blind you. 
Answer me, will you ever find a slave more docile than I in 
everything that body or soul can do for you ? But if I 
must repeat it once more, I can die for you, but I cannot, 
for you, believe in certain things." 

She shrugged her shoulders as she heard him speak, and 
she looked at him with an expression almost akin to hatred. 

" I cannot," he went on, "change for you my brown locks 
to fair; I cannot alter the shape of my limbs to please you. 
My religion is a part of me, dearest, and a part which can only 
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be torn from me with my life. They might preach to me for 
twenty years, but never make me beHeve that a 

norsel of unleavened bread " 

" Silence ! '" interrupted she in a lone of com- 
mand. "No blasphemies! I have tried 
(■\t;r)thing without effect. You — -all of you 
who are infected with the poison of 
heresy— are a people 
hardened in head 




and heart, and you shut 

your ears and eyes to 

the truth lest you should 

see and hear with them. 

Well, the time has come when _\nii siiall f=^- 

neither hear nor .see. There was but one means 

left to cauterize this wound in the Church, and that means 

is to be emplo)ed." 
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She paced the chamber with a troublet! mien, and then 
went on : 

" In less than an hour the seven heads of die dragon of 
heresy will be lopped off. The sword is sharpened, the 
faithful are ready, the infidels shall be swept from the face of 
the earth ! " Then. stretchinj:j her finger to the clock in the 
corner of the room — "See!" she said, "you have still a 
(juarter of an hour for repentance. When the hand reaches 
that figure your fate will be sealed ! " 

She was still speaking, when a dull sound like to that of a 
crowd hovering round a mighty fire began to make itself 
heard, at first indistinctly ; but it seemed to grow quickly, 
and after a very few minutes the tolling of bells and the 
report of firearms were heard afar off, 

" What hideous news is this ? " cried Mergy. 

But the countess had darted to the window and had 
opened it. Then the noise, hitherto muftled by the glass 
and the curtains, came in more clearly. Shrieks of pain and 
yells of joy seemetl to be distinguishable in it. A crimson 
smoke rose to the sky. and appeared to hang over every 
part of the city as far as the eye could reach. It would 
have seemed a vast conflagration, if a smell of resin, which 
could only have been protluced by thousands of lighted 
torches, had not quickly filled the chamber. At the same 
time the flash of a musket which seemed to have been dis- 
charged in the street itself lit up for a moment the windows 
of an adjoining house. 

■' The massacre has begun ! " cried the countess, putting 
her hands in horror to her head. 

■' What massacre ? What do you mean ? " 

"To-night all the Huguenots are to be slain by the 
King's orders. .All Catholics are under arms, and not a 
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heretic is to be spared France and the Church are saved. 
^ut you — yju are lost if you do not abjure your false belief." 
Mergy f;lt all his limbs covered with cold sweat. He 
stared witl haggard eyes at Diane de Turgis, whose features 
expressed a singular mixture of anguish and triumph. The 
hideous c in which echoed in his ears, and filled » 
all the to ■"!. sufficiently attested the truth 6f the \J']' 
appalling ' '-■'^* heard. For some 5ft. 

moments otionless, her '^nL 

eyes fixed speech^ ■ finger ^"tf^lN 

still stretched towards the wm^jw. She ^r\. ^^JfTi A 
seemed to appeal to Mergy's fancy to ^HUK 9 
show him the bloody scenes, as of a i' ;3k 'i 
cannibal feast, which the howlings and /.? -3 I 
torchlights suggested. By degrees /^^HmS 

her expression softened, its savage ^^wi^^Kk 
joy passed, the horror in it re- '^SpiKfiK' 

mained. At last, falling on her yt^^r 'Fw 



^^M$^-^ 



knees, and with an imploring voice, " Bernard ! " she cried, 
" 1 conjure you, save your life ! Be converted ! Save your 
life, save mine, which is bound up in yours!" 

Mergy glared fiercely at her as she followed him, still on* 

her knees and with outstretched arms, through the chamber. 

—•\-fc a word, he rushed to the end of the oratory 
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"Miserable man!" cried the countess, hastening to him, 
" what would you do ? " 

" Defend myself," he answered. " They will not kill «/f 
like a sheep !" 

" Madman ! A thousand 
swords could not save you. 
The whole town is in arms. 
The King's Guards, the 
Swiss, the citizens, the 
populace, all are en- 
gaged in the mas- 
sacre ; and not a 
Huguenot but has at 
this moment a dozen 
daggers at his breast. 
There is one only 
means of rescue from 
death. Become a Ca- 
tholic ! " 

Mer^ was a brave 
man ; but as he ' 
thought of the dan- 
gers which the night 
seemed to threaten, he felt, for a moment, base fear 
thrilling to the bottom of his heart, and even the notion 
of saving himself by apostasy flashed like liijhtning across 
his mind. 

"I can answer for your life if you abjure !" said Diane, 
clasping her hands. 

" If I do so." thought he. " I shall despise myself for the 
rest of it." And the thought restored his courage, which 
was doubled by very shamo at his own momentary wavering. 
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He cnished his hat on his head, drew his belt tight, and 
rolling his cloak round his left arm buckler-wise, he made 
\ steady stride towards the door. 

" Where are you going, wretch ? " cried she. 

" Into the street. 1 should not like you to have llie grief 
of seeing me butchered under your eyes and in your house." 

There was so deep a tone of contempt in his voice that 

'med. She had thrown herselt ii) 

her roughly enough. But she 

blet, and dragged herself on her 

knees beli 

" Unhand V- 1. " Would you deliver me your- 

self to the ass ms' rs ? A Huguenot's mistress can 

ransom her s,..j by sacrificing lier lover's blood to her 
Deity ! " 

"Stay, Bt:rnard, I implore you! It is only your soul's 
health I desire. Live for me, dear angel! Save yourself 
in the name of our love — consent to proiiounce a single 
word, and I swear you are safe!" 

"What? / accept the faith of brigands and of mur- 
derers ! Holy martyrs of the Gospel, I come to join you ! " 

And he tore himself so fiercely from her that the countess 
fell sharply on the floor. He was about to open the door 
und depart, when Diane, rising with the agility of a tigress, 
sprang upon him and clasped him in her arms with a grip 
stronger than that of a strong man. 

'■ Bernard! " she cried in a transport, and with streaming 
eyes, " I love you more than if you had abjured ! " and 
dragging him to the couch, she flung herself and him upon 
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round him like a serpt^nt enlacinj^ its |irc-y. " Tliey will 
not seek you here : not in my arms ; and did they so. they 
must kill me to reach your breast ! Pardon me. dear love ! 
I cnultl not warn you sooner of the danger which threatened : 
I was bound by a terrible oath, but I will save you now or 
perish with you ! " 

At this moment a loud knock at the street gate was 
heard. I'he countess uttered a piercing shriek, and Merg>'. 
disengaging himself from her embrace, with his cloak still 
wrapped round his left arm, felt so full of strength and 
resolution, that he would have plunged headlong on a band 
of a hundred assassins if they had showed themselves. 

In the entrance gate of almost all Parisian houses there 
was a small wicket, closely barred with iron, so that the 
inmates could reconnoitre beforehand whether it was safe 
for them to open. Sometimes even heavy oaken gates, 
strengthened with nails and bands of iron, were not enough 
to reassure careful folk, who did not want to surrender be- 
fore they were regularly besieged. Narrow loopholes were 
therefore worked at each side of the gate, and from these, 
without being seen, they could comfortably rake the assail- 
ants. An old confidential equerry of the countess, after 
examining the person who had presented himself through 
some such a barred wicket, and aft; r duly interrogating 
him, came back and told his mistress that Captain (ieorge 
de Mergy pre.ssed for instant admittance. All fear thus 
passed away, and the gate was o|x:ned. 
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AFTER leaving his squadron, 
Captain Georjje hastened home, 
ng to find his brother there ; but he 
already gone out, telling his servant 
he should be away all night. George 
had had no difficulty in guessing 
- that he was with the 
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countess, anti had madii all liaste to seek liim tliere. 
But the massacre had already begun ; and the tumult, the 
throng of butchers, and the chains stretched across the 
streets, checked him at every step. He was obliged to 
pass by the Louvre, and there fanaticism showed its mad- 
jiess to the fulU Many Protestants inhabited the quarter. 
by the Papist citizens and the 
ord and torch in hand. There, 
expression of a contemporary 
directions, seeking its way to the 
river," ' ar sible to pass along the streets 

without risk ift\~ ihed at every minute by corpses 

riung from the wini . Hy a devilish precaution, most 
«r the boats, which as a rule were moored along the Louvre 
front, had been taken across the stream ; so that many 
fugitives who ran to the Seine bank, hoping there to take 
boat and escape from their enemies' blows, found no more 
choice but betwixt the water and the halberds of the soldiers 
who chased them. Meanwhile, at one of the palace 
■windows, men saw, it is said, Charles IX., armed with a 
long arquebuss, and "potting like game"* the unfortunate 
passers-by. 

The captain, striding over dead bodies and splashing 
himself with their blood, made good his way, at the risk, 
every moment, of being sacrificed to some assassin's mistake. 
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Chatelet, he heard his name called ; he turned his head, and 
saw a man who, armed to the teeth, but apparently making 
no use of his weapons, wore the white cross in his hat, and 
was twisting'a scrap of paper in his fingers with a wholly 
unconcerned air. It was Beville, placidly gazing al the 
bodies, dead and alive, which were being flung into the 
Seine from the Miller's bridge, 

■• What the devil are you doing here, George ? " said he. 
■■ Is it a miracle? or is it special grace which inspires you 
with this holy zeal ? for you look as if you had joined the 
Huguenot hunt." 

"What are you doing yourself amid these wretches ? " 
answered George. 

" I ? I am looking on. By Jove! it is something to see. 
And do you know. 1 have done a good stroke of business. 
You know old Michael Cornabon, the Huguenot money- 
lender, who has plucked me so clean ? " 

■■ Wretch ! have you killed him ? " 

" I ? fie on you ! I have nothing to do with religious 
affairs. So far from killing him, I have hidden him in my 
cellar, and for his part he has given me a receipt in full for 
all 1 owe him. Thus I have both done a noble deed and 
have been rewarded therefor. It is true that, in order to 
make him sign the receipt more easily, I had to hold a 
pistol twice to his head ; but may the devil take me if I 
meant to pull the trigger. Ah ! now : look at that woman 
who has caught by her skins on one of the bridge beams. 
She will fall — no she won't ! Plague on it, that is a curious 
sight, and deserves to be looked at closer." 

George left him, and as he did so, struck his forehead, 
crying, "And lo think that that is one of the honestest 
gentlemen 1 know in this town to mght ! " 
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He now set foot in the Rue St. Josse, which was de- 
serted and dark : clearly none of the dwellers there were 
Protestants. Yet the noise from the neighbourinj^ streets 
was quite distinctly heard, and suddenly the ruddy glow of 
torches lit up the white walls. He heard piercing cries, and 
saw a woman, who fled with superhuman speed, half naked, 
with dishevelled hair, and holding a child in her arms. Pur- 
fiiiiiKT \-icr ^xprc fwrt men rheerlng each other on with savage 
wild beast. She was just about 
sage, when one of her pursuers 
fired an arqui lich he was armed, at her. The 

shot struck ht i tii :.and brought her down : but she 

rose quickly, made * ;ep towards George, and fell once 

more on her knees. 1 hen, with a supreme efl'ort, she lifted 
her child towards the captain, as though relying on his 
generosity, and died without a word. 

"Another heretic baggage down !" cried the marksman; 
" I will not rest till I have made up the dozen !" 

" Wretch ! " cried the captain, and he fired a pistol point- 
blank at him. The scoundrel's head struck the wall hard 
by, his eyes gave one terrible glare, and his heels slipping 
from beneath him, he fell like a log of wood with its support 
struck away, plump and stone-dead on the ground, 

" What ! kill a Catholic !" cried his companion, who held 
a torch in one hand, and a bloody sword in the other. " Who 
are you ? By the mass ! you are one of the King's light 
horse ! Good sir, you mistake!" 

The captain drew a second pistol from his belt, and cocked 
it. Tiie motion and the click were perfectly understood, 
and the murderer, dropping his torch, fled at full speed. 
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saw that she was dead. The ball had pierced her through 
and through ; but her child, whose arms clasped his mother's 
neck, wailed and wept : he was covered 
with blood, but he had miraculously 
escaped a wound. With some difti- 
ciilly the captain tore him from 
his mother, to whom the chiki 
clung with all his strength, 
and wrapped him up in 
his own cloak. Then, 
taking warning by the re- 
cent brush, he picked u|i 
the dead man's hat, anti 
taking the white cross out 
of it placed it on his own- 
In which fashion he made his 
way without funher hindrance 
to the countess's house. 

The two brothers fell into 
each other's arms, and for 
some time remained in this 
embrace without speaking. \\ 
last the captain in few 
wordsdescriljcd 
the state of the 
town, Bernard, 
cursing the Kiny, 
the Guises, and the 
priests, expressed hi-i 
anxiety to go forth and to seek to join his brethren in the 
faith, on the chance that they might somewhere try to 
make head against their enemies. The cuunless wept 
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and held liim back ; while ihu child cried and asked for 
his mother. 

After spending; a considerable time in exclamations, 
groans, and tears, they felt it necessary to fix on some 
course of action. As for the child, the countess's equerry 
undertook the business of finding a woman to take charge 
uf him. It was im[x>ssible for Mergy to depart at such a 
ere was he to go ? and how did 
no the massacre was sprcadin*; 
parties had certainly occupied the 
jtestants might have passed into 
1, and thence have escaped from 
uthern provinces, always inclined 
0\\ the other hand, to ask the King's mercy 
at a moment when, in the heat of slaughter, he thought of 
nothing but new victims, seemed doubtfully wise, and even 
certainly foolish. The countess's house, thanks to her 
repute for devotion, was not likely to be narrowly searched 
by the murderers ; and Diane thought she might answer 
for her own people. So Mergy could not fix on any 
place of retreat where he ran less risk, and it was decided 
that he should hide himself there and see what would 
happen. 

Daylight, so far from putting a stop to the massacres, 
seemed only to increase them and make them more business- 
like. Every Catholic, under penalty of being suspected of 
heresy, had to mount the white cross, and either take arms 
or denounce such Huguenots as were still living. The 
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faithful to redoubled excesses of cruelty. " Let us, " said 
they. " once for all crush the hydra's heads, and for ever 
put an end to civil war ! " And, in order to persuade the 
bloodthirsty and miracle-craving mob that heaven approved 
its rage and had encouraged it by a striking prodig)', ■" Go," 
cried they, "to the Cemetery of the Innocents; go and 
see the hawthorn which has just blossomed a second time 
with a new and vigorous youth as ha\ing lieen watereil 
with heretic blood ! " 

Numerous processions of armed murderers marched with 
all ceremony to worship the Holy Thorn, and left the ceme- 
tery flushed with fresh zeal to discover and slay those whom 
heaven thus clearly sentenced. A saying of Catherine's 
was in every mouth, and was repeated by those who were 
butchering women and children : " C/ie pkla lor ser crudele. 
che crudella lor ser pietoso " — " To-day there is mercy in 
being cruel : there is cruelty in being merciful." 

Strange to say, though there were few among all these 
I*rotestants who had not seen war — who had not taken ]>art 
in desperate battles, where they had endeavoured, and often 
successfully, to make valour atone for want of numbers — yet 
during this butchery two only attempted any resistance to 
their murderers. Of these two. one only was a soldier. It 
maybe that the habit of lighting in bodies, and after a regular 
fashion, had robbed them of the individual energy which 
might have prompted each Huguenot to defend himself in 
his house as in a caistle. But old warriors were seen, like 
victims devoted to sacrifice, holding out their throats to 
rascals who, the day before, would have trembled before 
them — taking, as it were, resignation for courage, and pre- 
ferring the renown of martyrs to a soldier's honourable 
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When the first thirst of blood was quenched, ihe more 

nerciful of the butchers commonly offered life to their victims | 

It the price of abjuration ; but a very small number of Cal- j 

/inists availed themselves of the offer, and consented to I 

■ansom themselves from death and torture by a perhaps \ 

excusable falsehood. Even women and children repeated j 
:heir confession of faith beneath the drawn swords and died 

slaughter the King tried to stop , 
tve been thrown on the neck of ' 
f oular f ssible to check them. Not only 

Cii he daj . ci. active, but the King himself. 

acv-iiaed of uno )d ipassion. was obliged to withdraw 

his suijgestion _. mercy, and even to exaggerate the male- 
volence which at all times was more or less natural to his 
character. 

During the first few days after the St. Bartholomew Mergy 
was regularly visited in his hiding-place by his brother, who 
gave him each time fresh particulars of the horrible scenes ' 
he had witnessed. 

" Ah ! when shall I be able to quit this country of crime 
and murder ? " cried George. " I would rather live among 
wild beasts than among Frenchmen," 

" Come with me to La Rochelle," said Mergy ; " I have 
good hope that the assassins have not won it yet. Come 
and die with me, obliterating your apostasy by defending 
the last bulwark of our faith." 

"Ah! and what is to become of me?" Diane would 
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But nothing 


came of these schemes. 


George was thrown 


into prison for disobedience to the Kir 


ig's orders ; 


and 


the 


countess, in terror lest her lover should be discove 


:red, 


liad 


no thought but 


how to get him out of Paris. 
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■Sans-' 

IN a tavern oh the banks of tht: 
Loire, not far from Orleans, 
as you go down towards Beau- 
gency. a young monk, in a brown 
robe with a large 
hood half-drawn 
over his face, was 
seated before a 

'Lui meltuni tin Capuchon 
lis en fircni un moine," 

Ch/inton Pafiilaire. ~[Trum/iilor'i A'ole.'' 
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iblc. his eyes fixed on his breviarj' with the most edifying 

ttention. though the corner which he had chosen was a 

ttle dark for reading in. He had at his girdle a rosary-. 

le beads of which were rather larger than pigeons* eggs, 

'hiie an abundant supply of medals, with the effigies of 

aints, were hung to the same girdle, and clinked at every 

lovement that he made. When he lifted his head to look 

■"'"■, there might liave been seen a 

lorned with a moustache twisted 

sh bow, and modish enough to 

do credit t», _ . . ndarmes. His hands were very 

white, his n? long a irefiilly trimmed ; nor was there 

any sign to show th .ue young brother had ever, as by 

the rule of his order he should have done, wielded a spade 

or a rake. 

A plump and chubby -cheeked peasant woman, who 
doubled the parts of waitress and cook in the tavern, being 
also the mistress herself, drew near the young monk, and 
curtseying awkwardly, said : 

" Well, father, are you going to order something for your 
dinner ? Do you know that it is past noon ? " 

"Will the Beaugency boat be long before it is here?" 
answered he. 

" Who knows ? " said she. " The water is low, and they 
cannot take their own time. Besides, anyhow, it is not due 
yet. I should dine here if I were you." 

■■ So I will : but have you no other room than this to eat 
in .* There is a smell here that I do not like." 

■ Vou arc very particular, father. 1 cannot smell any- 
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something like it. They dr^" pigs in their way, for, as the 
saying is, they were dressed in silk' in their lifetime; but 
they are not pigs good to eat. These, saving your reverence, 
father, are Huguenots whom they are burning on the river 
bank, some hundred yards off. and it is the scent of them 
that you perceive." 

" Huguenots ?" 

"Yes, Huguenots. Do you mind that? It need not 
take away your appetite. And as for changing your dining- 
room, 1 have no other; so jou must make the best of this. 
.■\h ! the smell of roasted Huguenot is not so bad ! Besides, 
if they were not burnt they might smell worse. There was 
a heap of them on the bank this morning — a heap as high 
as our chimney-piece !" 

" And do you go and look at these corpses .■"" 

" Ah, you mean because they were naked ? Dead men 
do not count, holy father ; I did not think any more of them 
than if 1 had seen a heap of dead frogs. But all the same, 
they must have done a fine business at Orleans yesterday, 
for the Loire hiis brought us shoals of these heretic fish ; 
and as the river is low they are found high and drj- on the 
shingle every day. Why yesterday, when our miller's man 
looked to see how many tench were in his net, look you, 
there was a dead woman in it. with a halberd wound right in 
the middle of her ! 1 1 went in at her waist and came out at 
her shoulders. Marry, but he would rather h:ive found a 
fine carp though ! But what is the matter with your reve- 
rence ? Are you going to swoon ? .Shall I fill you a cup 
of Beaugency wine while you wait for \our dinner.^ That 
will set you right inside." 

' [A play, not by any device [o lie kepi in English, bctiveen j.(^ '■ wlk, ' 
and sait " pig's brisilc."] — Trantlalor's N<-le. 
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' Thank you, no." 

' Well then, what will you have for dinner?" 

'■ Whatever comes to hand^I care little." 

"Yes; but wlial ? My 
larder is well furnished, 
look you !" 

'• Well then, give mc a 




chicken, and leave me to 
read my breviary." 
« "A chicken! your re- 

verence. A chicken! that is a pretty thing! The spiders 
need not look to weave their webs over your teeth on fast 
days. Have j'ou got a dispensation from the Pope to eat 
chickens on Friday ?" 

■■ Hah ! how absent-minded I am!" said he. "Of course, 
to-day is Friday. ' On Friday thou shalt not eat flesh.' 
Give me some eggs, and take my best thanks for reminding 
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gentry will eat chickens on a fast day if you do not remind 
them, and yet will niake a fuss to make your blood run cold 
if they find a morsel of bacon in poor folks' broth !" Which 
said, she set to work to cook her eggs, and the monk 
returned to his breviary. 

" Ave Maria! my sister," said another monk, who entered 
the tavern at the very moment that Dame Marguerite, 
frying-pan handle in hand, was abnut tu turn an omelet of 
large dimensions. 

The newcomer was a handsome old man, grey-bearded, 
tall, strongly made, and stout. His face was very highly 
complexioncd ; but its most remarkable feature was a huge 
patch, which hid one eye and half covered the cheek. He 
spoke French glibly enough, but with a slight though 
noticeable foreign accent. 

As he came in the younger monk drew his hood siJll closer, 
so that his face could not be seen ; but Dame Marguerite 
was even mare surprised to perceive that the last comer, 
who had thrown his hood back because of the heat, pulled 
it on the moment that he had spied his brother in orders. 

" Faith, father," said the hostess. " you have come in the 
nick of time for dinner. You will not have to wait, and 
you will find yourself among friends." Then turning to 
the younger monk. " V'ou will be delighted, your reverence, 
will you not, to dine with his reverence here? The smell 
of my omelet has brought him. and no wonder, for by Our 
Lady 1 do not spare butler." 

The young monk replied shyly and stammering. " I am 
afraid I shall be in the gentleman's way ; " while the elder, 
stooping his head still lower, answered, '" I am a poor monk 
of Alsace; I speak French badly, and I fear my company 
will not please my brother." 
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" Come, come!" cried Dame Marguerite ; "how polite you 
both are ! Monks, and monks of the same order, ought to 
have but one board and one bed," and she thrust a stool up 
^o the table, right opposite the young friar. The elder seated 
himself apparently much embarrassed, and struggling be- 
tween hunger and a certain dislike to face his colleague. She , 
dished the omelet, and said, " Now, good fathers, be quick 
with your grace, and then tell me whether my omelet is 

[race " seemed to put the two 
s sill. ease. The younger said to the 

" It is ,OL grace. You are my senior, and 

\\- nour is s. 

" Nay," quoth he, " noi at all. Ymi were here before me, 
and you have the right to say it." 

" I pray you set me the example." 

" I could not think of doing so." 

■' But really you must." 

'■ Look at them," said Dame Marguerite ; " they will let 
my omelet get cold ! Did anyone ever see two of Saint 
Francis's children so scrupulous.'' Let the old one bless the 
meat, and the young one shall give thanks afterwards." 

" I can only say grace in my own tongue," said the old 
monk. The younger looked much surprised, and stole a 
glance at his companion. He, however, clasping his hands 
most devoutly, began to mutter in his hood certain words 
which conveyed no meaning to anyone, then he sat down, 
and, without another word, he had in no time devoured three 
parts of the omelet and drained the bottle set before him. 
His fellow, with his nose in his plate, never opened his 
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over, certain Latin words, the last of which were ct beata 
viscera virginis Marine. Marguerite heard these last, and 
these only. 

" What a queer grace (with reverence be it spoken) you 
said then, father ? It is not Hke those that our cure says." 

" That is the grace used in our convent." said the young 
Franciscan. 




"Will the boat soon come ?" said the elder. 

" Patience!" answered Dame Marguerite; " it is not nearly 
here yet." 

The younger monk seemed to be vexed, as far as could 
be judged by a twitch of his head. But he did not make the 
slightest remark ; and taking up his breviary, began to read 
it with increased attention. The Alsatian, on his part, turned 
his back to his companion, and began to pass the beads of 
his rosary between his finger and thumb, moving his lips, 
but without producing the least sound from them. 

■"These are the strangest and must silent monks that 
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ever I saw," thought Dame Marguerite, sitting down to her 
wheel, which she soon set going. 

No sound save the whirring of the wheel had broken the 
silence for a good quarter of an hour, when four ill-looking 
fellows, well armed, entered the inn. They touched their 
hats slightly at sight of the monks, and one of them, address- 
ing Marguerite familiarly as "my little Meg," bade her give 
'nner soon. " For." said he, "the 
roat, so long is it since my jaws 

'V'inL. ibk'd Marguerite ;" that is easily 

Master L ii. but are you going to pay the 

•sw Jack "i M ead. you know ; and besides, you 

owe me alreaay, lor wine, dinners, and suppers, six crowns 

and more, as I am an honest woman." 

" The one thing is as true as the other," said Bois- Dau- 
phin laughing; "that is to say, Mother Meg, 1 owe you two 
crowns, and not a penny more." His actual words were 
somewhat stronger than these. 

" Oh Jesus ! oh Mary ! how can you say so ? " 

" Come, come, no noise, old lady. Let it be six crowns, if 
you like. I will pay you, Maggie, and our score to-day as 
well, for I have the chinks in my pocket, though this present 
business is a scurvy one for profit. I cannot think what 
the rascals do with their money." 

" Perhaps they swallow it, like the Germans," said one of 
his comrades. 

"Aplague!" cried Bois-Dauphin; " we must look to that. 
tiood coins in a heretic carcass are a good joke, but not one 
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"Yes! and the fat parson too ! " added the fourth, "How 
1 did laugh at him ! he was so fat he would not sink." 

" Then you worked hard to-day ? " said Marguerite, 
coming back from the cellar with her botdes full. 

"Pretty fair," said Bois-Daiiphin. "What with men, 
women, and children, we made up a dozen, thrown into the 
water or into the fire. But the worst of it was, Maggie, 
that they had not a rap : except the woman, who had some 
trinkets, the whole bag was not worth a hound's four shoes. 
Yes, father," added he, addressing the younger monk, " we 
earned plenty of indulgences this morning by killing your 
enemies, the dog heretics." 

The monk gazed at him a moment, and then returned to 
his reading; but his breviary quivered in his left hand, and 
his right was clenched like that of a man in strong emotion. 

" And talking of indulgences," said Bois-Daupliin, turn- 
ing to his comrades. " do you know I should like one to eat 
meat to-day ? There are some chickens in our dame's 
poultry-yard which are desperately tempting." 

" Let us eat them," said one of the wretches ; " we shall 
not be damned for that. We will go to confession to-morrow, 
and that will make It right." 

" Listen, brothers," said another ; ■' I have an idea ; let us 
ask these plump frocked gentry here to give us a licence for 
meat." 

" As if they could ! " said his comrade. 

" By Our Lady's body ! " cried Bois-Dauphin. " I know a 
better way than that, and I'll whisper it to you " 

The four rascals laid their heads together, and Bois- 
Dauphin explained to them, in an imderlone. his plan, which 
was received with shouts of laughter. But one of the 
bravoes seemed to hesitate. 
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" Thai is an ill device of yours. Bois-DaMpliWL" aid be. 
'^and it may bring us bad luck. I wiD ixx mzkc dare* 

'■ Hold your longue. Guiliemain \ Tis a m^^ty sin, 
forsooth, to make a man smell the blade of a dagger." 
[ '" Yes ; but a shaveling ! " 

' They were conversing in a k)w tone, and the nro moaks 
seemed to be trying to guess thtnr topic of convcnstdon by 
tiw u-rtrd« raiiwht h»-r*» arvH there. 

itference,~ replied Bois- Dauphin 
' and besides, in this vay the sin 
Tifill lie on him and not on me." 

" Yes, yes ! Bois-Dauphin is right," cried the other. So 
he rose at once and left the room. A mtHitent later the 
poultry were heard making a noise, and the rufBan sooa 
reappeared with a dead chicken in each hand. 

"Ah! son of perdition!" cried Dame Marguerite; "kill 
my chickens, and on Friday too ? What are you gcni^ to 
do with them, uretch .* " 

■' Hold your tongue. Dame Maggie, and don't make my 
ears burn. You know that I am an ugly customer. Get 
your spits ready and leave me alone." Then, drawing near 
to the Alsatian friar, he said, " \ow, father, you see these 
two animals ? I want you to be so good as to christen them." 

The monk started back with surprise ; his reverend 
brother closed his book, and Dame Marguerite showered 
strong language on Bois-Dauphin. 

'■ You want me to christen them .^ " said the monk. 

" Yes, my father. 1 will be their godfather, Meg here 
shall be godmother : and these are the names that I give 
mj godchildren ; this shall be called Carp, and this Perch. 
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" Yes, father. Come, set to work." 

"Wretch!" cried Marguerite, "do you think I will allow 
such work as this in my house .'' Do you think you arc 
among Jews, or at a witch's sabbath, that you christen 
beasts ? " 

" Take this chatterbox off me," said 
iiois- Dauphin to his fellows; "and as 
for you, father, per- .^ifc.k 

haps you could read ^W« 

the name of the 
cutler who forged 
this blade?" 

As he spoke he 
passed his bare 
poniard under the 
old monk's nose. 
The younger half 
rose on his bench, 
but almost imme- 
diately, as though after discreet 
reftection. he sat down again, 
determined to abide patiently. 

" But how am I to baptize 
pouttr)-, my son ?" said the elder. 

" Easily enough, God wot ; just as you baptize us of 
woman born. Sprinkle their heads with water, and say ; ' I 
baptize thee. Carp, and thee. Perch.' Only say it in your 
own jargon. Come, Little-Johii, hand over that glass of 
water, and, all of ye, hats off and attend piously in Goil's 
name." 

To the general surprise the old cordelier took some water, 
shod it on the fowls" heads, and pronouncing very rapidly 
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and very indistinctly something which sounded like a prayer, 
ended with baptist) te Carpam et Percham. Then he sat down 
again, and told his beads once more with great tranquillity, as 
if he had done something quite in the common way. Dame 
Marguerite stood dumb with amazement ; but Bois-Dauphin 
was in his glory. "Come, Meg!" said he, throwing the 
chickens to her, " dress us this carp and this perch. They 
will make a capital fast-day dinner." But notwithstanding 
the baptism, Dame Marguerite still refused to consider them 
fit food for Christians, and the ruffians had to threaten her 
with personal violence before she could make up her mind 
to spit the improvised fishes. 

Bois-Dauphin and his companions meanwhile drank 
copiously, toasting healths, and making a great clatter. 

" Listen," said Bois-Dauphin at last, smiting the table ; 
hard to enjoin silence. " 1 am going to drink a health to 
our Holy Father the Pope, and death to all Huguenots. ■ 
These two cowled gentry and Dame Marget shall join us." 

The suggestion was received by his comrades with 
applause, and he rose, staggering somewhat (for he was 
more than half drunk already), and filled the young monk's 
glass from the bottle in his hand. 

"Come, good father." said he. "to the Holiness of his 
health ! Bah ! a slip of the tongue. To the health of his 
Holiness, and to the death " 

" I never drink between meals," said the young man coolly. 

" Ah ! but you shall drink now, devil take me ! or tell the 
reason why." 

So speaking, he set the bottle on the table, and seizing 
the glass, held It to the lips of the monk, who was leaning 
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glass, and instead of drinking it, flung its contents full in 
Bois- Dauphin's face. 

The company roared witli laughter: and the monk, his 
back to the wail, and his arms crossed, gazed at the ruffian. 

" Do you know, little father, that I do not like that joke ? 
By God ! if you were not a monk, I would pay you, by 
teaching you to know with whom you are dealing." And as 
he spoke, he thrust his hand close to the young man's face, 
and just twitched his moustache with his flnger ends. 

Then the monk's countenance flamed scarlet. With one 
hand he collared the insolent scoundrel, and with the other 
he grasped the bottle, and smashed it on Bois- Dauphin's 
head with such force that he fell senseless on the floor, 
drenched at once with wine and blood. 

" Well done, my boy ! " cried the old monk. " You have a 
heavy hand for one of the cloth ! " 

" Bois-Dauphin is killed!" cried the three assassins, seeing 
that their comrade did not stir. " Scoundrel ! We will 
curry your hide for you ! " and they grasped their swords. 
But the young monk, with surprising alertness, lucked up 
the long sleeves of his gown, got possession of Bois- 
Dauphin's sword, and threw himself into a posture of 
defence, in the most resolute way in the world. At the 
same moment, his brother monk drew from beneath his 
cassock a dagger, with a blade half-a-yard long, and took 
position by the other's side, with an air not less soldierly, 
'• Now, blackguards!" cried he, "we will teach you how to 
behave, and give you a lesson in your own business." And 
in the twinkling of an eye the three scoundrels, wounded or 
disarmed, were driven to jump through the window. 

"Jesu Maria!" cried Dame Marguerite, "you are stout 
men-at-arms, holy fathers! You do religion credit! Still 
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wben:.'* said the youn^ man to the oU Fiandscan. 

•■ And may the dev il take me if I do do* know your face 
too. Bu: "" 

■When [ siw yxi ririt. I do not think you wore that 

■■ And how about yourscif ?" 
■ Then vou arc Captain "' 
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" I am." 

" Then your name is Mefg5" ? " 

" It is : but noc just ncnr. I am Friar Ambrose.' 

*■ And I am Friar Anibony of Alsace." 

" Ver>- well. And wbere are jtou goci^ ? ' 

•' To La Rochcile, if I can get there." 

" So am I." 

" I am charmed to n»cct you. But, the devil ! y<xi put 
me in a desperate fix with your ' grace ' ! 1 did not know a 
word of it ; and I took )'ou for a real monk if ever there was 
one." 

*■ I can return the compliment." 

" But where did you escape from ?' said Homslein. 

•■ From Paris. And you ?" 

" From Orleans: I had to hide for more than a week. 
My poor troopers, comet and all. are in the Loin:." 

■And Mila?" 

■■ She turned Catholic" 

"And my horse, captain ?" 

■■Ah: your horse? Well. I made the rascal trumpeter 
who robbed you run the gauntlet. But as 1 did not know 
where you lived, I could not send the horse back ; and 
so you see 1 kept him till I should have the honour of 
meeting you. Now, no doubt, he belongs to some scoun- 
drelly Papist" 

"Hush, captain! Do not say that word so loud. But 
come, let us join our fortunes together, and be allies as we 
were just now." 

" So be it : as long as Dietrich Hornslein has a drop of 
blood in his veins he will be ready to play a good knife at 
your side." And they struck hands thereon joyfully. 

" But now I think on it, tell me what they meant with 
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their chickens and their Carpam, Percham f Truly these 
Papists are a pack of idiots." 

" Hush, again ! here is the boat." 

Talking thus, they came to the vessel, went on board, and 
reached Beaugency without farther accident, except meeting 
divers corpses of their brethren in the. faith floating on the 
Loire. 

One of the boatmen observed that most of these corpses 
floated face upwards. " They are imploring vengeance 
from heaven ! " whispered Mergy to the captain of Keiters, 
and Dietrich squeezed his hand in answer. 
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THE SIEGE OF LA ROCHEl.LE. 



LA ROCMELLR, almost the entire population of which 
professed the Reformed Faith, was at this time a kind 
of capital to the provinces of the south, and the staunchest 
bulwark of the Protestant party. Extensive commercial 
relations with Spain and England had brought to the town 
considerable wealth, and the spirit of independence which 
wealth begets and fosters. The inhabi- 
tants, fishers or sailors by trade 
not uncommonly 
privateersmen, ac- 
customed from 
their earliest years 
to the hazards of 
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in atlventiirous life, were imbued with an energy which 
itood them in stead of discipline and practice in regular war. 
rherefore, when the news of the massacre of the 24th of 
August came, the men of Rochelle were far from givinj^ 
:hemselves up to the stolid resignation which, seizing upon 
nost Protestants, had made them despair of their cause : 
>ut were, on the contrary, inflamed with that active and 

■-.— .■j_Li. -^'h despair sometimes supplies. 

de up their minds to stand the 
n open their gates to an enemy 
nau striking a proof of perfidious 

■•■y. sters fed the flames of this zeal 

tical ivomen, children, and old men 

vied with cacn t m working at the repair of the old 

fortifications and the construction of new ones. Pro- 
visions and arms jllected ; boats and ships were 
put in commission ; m sjiort, not a moment was lost in 
getting into order all the means of defence which the city 
possessed. Many gentlemen who had escaped the mas- 
sacres came to join the Rochellese. and inspired the most 
timid with courage by the picture which they drew of the 
atrocities of Saint Bartholomew. To men who had just 
escaped a seemingly certain death the chances of ordinary 
war were like a capful of wind to sailors who have just 
weathered a hurricane. Mergy and his companion were 
among the number of the fugitives who thus came to swell 
the garrison of La Rochelle. 

The Court of Paris, alarmed by these preparations, 
regretted that it had not anticipated them, and the Marshal 
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the marshal had not only taken no part in the massacre of 
Saint Bartholomew, but had saved several distinguished 
Protestants, and had even levelled the guns 
of the Arsenal, where he commanded, at 
assassins bearing the royal cognizance. His 
•^( only demand was to be received into the 
town and acknowledged there as the King's 
governor, with a promise to respect all the 
rights and privileges of the inhabitants, and 





to leave them «i- 
crcise of their 
how was it possible 
in Charles IX.'s 



the free ex- 

rcligion. But 

again tu put faith 

promises after the 



slaughter of sixty thousand Protestants ? Besides, during 
the very course of the negotiations, the massacres continued 
at Bordeaux, Biron's soldiery plundered the territory of 
Rochelle, and a royal fleet seized merchant ships and 
blockaded the port. 
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Tbc Rocfaelkse refused admission to Biron. and answered 
aat the\ could not oc^date with the King so long as he 
emained the Giuses' prisoner: perhaps because ihey really 
clie*-ed that ihU family were the sole authors of the woes 
i Calvinism, perhaps because by a fiction, often repeated 
ince. they wished to set at ease the consciences of those 
kho might otherwise have hekl that loyalty to the King . 
ughl to ha\'e the precedence over securian interests. | 
mding became impossible. Yet 
of another agent, and sent La 
e. 
Noue. sumamed i — -arm. because of an artificial arm 
wntn which he had replaced one lost in battle, was a zealous 
Calvtnisc. who in the laie civil wars had shown the utmost 
courage and great military- skill. The Admiral, whose 
friend he was. had had no more able and no more faithful 
lieutenant. .At the time of the massacre he was in the 
Netherlands organizing the'irregular bands of insurgent 
Flemings against the Spanish forces. lU-served by forUine, 
he had been obliged to yield htmself prisoner to the Duke of 
Alva, by whom he had been kindly treated. Later.andwhen 
the vast elTusion of blood had excited some remorse, 
Charles IX. demanded him from the Spaniards, and, con- 
trar)' to expectation, gave him a most flattering reception. 
The King, always in extremes, heaped favours on one Pro- 
testant just after he had caused the murder of scores of 
thousands. Indeed, La Noue's fate seemed to be under 
some special Providence, for he had already been made 
prisoner twice during the third civil war, once at Jarnacand 
once at Montcontour, and had on each occasion been set free 
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sentalions of many of his officers, who urged him to make 
an example of a man too dangerous to be spared and too 
honest to be corrupted. Charles thought that La Noue 
would be mindful of his clemency, and entrusted him with 
the task of exhorting the Rochellese to submit. La Noue 
accepted the commission (stipulating, however, that the 
King should not demand of him anything dishonourable), 
and set out accompanied by an Italian priest, whose duty 
was to keep an eye on his conduct. 

From the very first he had the mortification of finding 
that he was not trusted. He could not gain admission to 
La Rochelle ; but a village in the neighbourhood was desig- 
nated as a place of conference, and here, at Tadon, he met 
the deputies of the city. He knew them all as a man knows 
his old brethren in arms ; but when he appeared not a man 
held out the hand of friendship to him, not a man appeared 
even to know who he was. He had to announce himself, 
and then set forth the King's proposals, the substance of his 
speech being, " Trust the King's promises ; for civil war is 
the worst of evils." But the Mayor of La Rochelle answered, 
with a bitter smile, " We see before us a man who is like 
La Noue, but La Noue would not have suggested that his 
brethren should submit to assassins. La Noue loved our 
late lord the Admiral, and would have been bent on 
avenging him rather than on bargaining with his mur- 
derers. No; jv« are not La Noue!" The unlucky ambas- 
sador, cut to the heart by these reproaches, recalled the 
services which he had done to the Calvinist cause, showed 
his maimed arm, and protested his devotion to religion. 
Little by little the mistrust of the Rochellese melted; they 
opened their gates to La Noue. they showed him what 
means of defence they had. and even urged him to put 
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himself at their head. The offer was very tempting to an 
old soldier, and his oath to Charles included a qualification 
which might be conscientiously construed in different ways. 
La Noue thought that by putting himself at the head of the 
Rochellese he should be in better case to bring them back 
to peaceful sentiments; and he also thought that he might 
reconcile the alliance he had sworn to his King with that 
which he owed to his religion. But he deceived himself. 
The roN'al troops came to attack Rochelle ; La Noue headed 
ever)- sortie, and killed plenty of Catholics. Then, return- 
inor to the citv, he exhorted the townsmen to come to terms. 
The result was that the Catholics vowed he had broken his 
word to the King, and the Protestants accused him of 
wishino^ to betrav them. 

In this plight La Noue. with ever)* kind of disgust heaped 
iipvMi him, tried to put an end to it by exposing his life 
tvvontv limes a dav. 
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THE besieged had just made a successful sally against 
the advanced works of the Cathoh'c army. They had 
tilled up many yards of trench, overset divers gabions, and 
killed some hundred men or so, and the detachment which 
had gained this success was returning into town by the 
Tadon gate. First marched Captain Dietrich and a com- 
pany of arquebusiers. all with healed countenances, panting 
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breath, : id loudly calling for drink, which showed that they 
had not pared themselves in the fight. Then came a nume- 
rous tn )p of townsmen, among whom were to be noticed 
more tt ,n one woman, who seemed to have borne a share In 
the bat e. These were followed by some two score prisoners, 
mosto' them covered with wounds, and guarded by a doul>le 
file of "Idiers. who had much ado to defend them from the 
rage ' ■■ -massed. The rearguard was 

forme 



Mergy actea as 
indented by a bulli 
places. In liis left hand 
and he managed his horse 



ten, with La Noue, towhom 
St of all. His cuirass was 
orse was wounded in two 
iijld a just-discharged pistol, 
the aid of a hook which issued, 
in place of a hand, from his right arm-piece. 

" Let the prisoners pass, good friends ! " he cried every 
instant. " Be merciful, good Rochellese ! They are wounded : 
they are defenceless ; they are enemies no longer!" 

But the mob answered by fierce cries of " To the gibbet 
with the Papists ! to the gallows with them ! and long livef 
La NoLic ! " Mergy and the horsemen, with some well- 
timed blows of their lance-butts, emphasized the generous 
recommendations of their leader, and the prisoners were at 
last conducted to the city gaol and installed, under a strong 
guard, in a place where they had nothing to fear from 
popular fury. The detachment dispersed; and La Noue. 
with no other following save a few gentlemen, dismounted 
before the townhall at the same time that the mayor came 
forth, followed by some citizens and an old minister of the 
"^me of Laplace. 

M,-.,,p " g3i(j (i,g mayor, holding out his 



"The aFfair went fortLinately enough, sir," said La None 
modestly : " we lost but five killed and few wounded." 

"As it was you who led the sally, M. dela Noue," returned 
the mayor, " we were sure of victory beforehand." 

" And what could La Noue do without the help of 
God ? " cried the old minister sourly. " It is the mighty 
God who has fought for us to-day : He has heard our 
prayers ! " 

"It is God," said La Noue in his calm voice, "who 
gives victory and withholds it as He wills; and Him only 
must we thank for success in war." Then turning to the 
mayor, "Well, Master Mayor, has the council deliberated 
on his Majesty's last offers ?" 

" It has," answered the mayor, " We have just sent the 
trumpeter back to Monsieur, begging him to spare himself 
the trouble of summoning us afresh to surrender. Hence- 
forward we shall answer only with musket-shots." 

"Ye should have hanged the trumpeter," remarked the 
minister. " For is it not written, 'There be men of Belial 
come out of the midst of you who have striven to seduce 
the men of their city. , . . But thou shalt not spare to slay 
them ; thy hand shall be first on them, and then the hand of 
all the people ' ? " 

La Noue sighed and looked to heaven, but made no 
answer. 

" What ! " continued the mayor, " surrender ? Surrender, 
when the walls are standing .■■ when the foe does not even 
dare to attack them close, while we beard him in his 
trenches every day ? Take my word for it, M. de la Noue, 
were there not a soldier in Rochelle, the women would be 
strong enough by themselves to keep off these Parisian 

biitrhfr*; ' " 
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I " Sir, the stronger party should speak moderately of his 

enemy ; and the weaker- " 

" Who told you that we were the weaker ?" interrupted 
I^iplace. " Does not God fight for us ? and was not Gideon, 
with three hundred men of Israel, too strong for all the host 
of the Midianitcs ? " 

, " You know, Master Mayor," continued La Noue, " better 

fthan anv man. how insufficient are our stores. Powder is 

ad to forbid the arquebusiers to 

ntj^ us some from England," said the 

: fire i!l fall on the Papists," said the 

minister. 

■' But bread grows dearer every day. Master Mayor," 

" In a day or two the English fleet will be here, and then 
the town will have plenty." 

"God will cause manna to fall, if it be needed!" cried 
Laplace vehemently. 

" As for the succour you speak of," went on La Noue, "a 
few days' southerly wind will make it impossible for it to 
enter the harbour. Besides, it may be taken." 

" The wind will blow from the north, I prophesy it, O 
man of little faith ! " said the minister, " Thou hast lost 
thy courage at the same time as thy right arm ! " 

La Noue seemed to have made up his mind to return him 
no answer. He went on, still addressing the mayor only : 

" The loss of a single man falls heavier on us than the 
loss of ten on the enemy. I fear lest, if the Catholics press 
the siege with activity, we be forced to accept terms harder 
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his authority recognized by the town, without demanding 
sacrifices which we cannot make, I believe it to be our duty 
to open our gates to him ; for after all. he is our master. " 

" We have no other master than Christ ! And none but 
the impious can call ChaHes — the savage Ahab, who drinks 
the blood of the prophets — their master ! " Thus cried the 
minister, whose rage seemed to redouble as he beheld La 
Noue's imperturbable calm. 

■■ For my part," said the mayor, '" 1 remember very well 
how. the last time the Admiral passed through our town, lie 
said to us. ' The King has pledged me his word that all his 
subjects, Protestant and Catholic, shall be treated alike.' 
Six months later this same King, who pledged his word to 
the Admiral, had him murdered. If we open our gates, 
we shall have a Saint Bartholomew here as they had at 
Paris." 

"The King was deceived by the Guises," said La Noue. 
" He repents it now, and would gladly make atonement for 
the bloodshed. If you provoke the Catholics by your obsti- 
nate refusal to treat, you will have to deal with all the forces 
of the kingdom, and the sole refuge of the reformed faith 
will be destroyed. He persuaded by me, Master Mayor — 
peace ! peace ! " 

"Coward!" cried the minister. "Thou tlesirest peaco 
because thou fearest for thy life ! " 

'• Oh. Master Laplace ! " said the mayor. 

■■ In short." went on La Noue coolly. " my last word is. 
that if the King will consent to put no garrison in La 
Rochelle, and to leave our meetings free, we ought to offer 
him the keys and assure him of our submission." 

"Thou art a traitor!" saiti Laplace: "and thuu hast 
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"Good God! Master Laplace !" said the mayor again, 
" what are you saying ? " 

La Noue smiled slightly and contemptuously. 

" You see, Master Mayor," said he, " the times we live in 
are strange : men of war speak of peace, ^^ 
and ministers preach war. My good 
he continued, at last ad- 




dressing Laplace, " it is dinner-time, 1 think, and your wife 
must be expecting you at home." 

These last words put the finishing touch to the divine's 
fury. He could not hit on any verbal insult ; and as a box 
on the ear is a good substitute for a reasonable answer, he 
dealt one on the old soldier's cheek. 

" In God's name ! what are you doing?" cried the mayor. 
"Strike M. de la Noue!— the best citizen and the bsavest 
soldier of Rochelle ! " 

Mergy, who was present, was about to administer to 



Laplace a correction which he would not soon have fur- 
gotten, but La None held him back. For a single moment, 
when his grizzled beard was touched by the old madman's 
hand, there passed with the speed of thought over his eyes a 
Hash of furious indignation. But his countenance at once re- 
covered its impassive air. It might have been thought that 
the minister had struck the marble bust of a Roman senator, 
or that La Noue himself had been touched by some inani- 
mate thing driven accidentally against him. 

"Take the old man back to his wile," said he to one of 
the townsmen, who were dragging the minister away. " Tell 
her to have a care of him : he is surely not well to-day. 
And you. Master Mayor. 1 pray you have me ready a 
hundred and fifty citizen volunteers; for 1 would make a 
sally to-morrow at break of day, just when the soldiers, who 
have spent the night in the trenches, are stiff with cold, 
like bears attacked at the thaw. 1 have often noticed that 
folk who have slept under a good roof have easy work at 
morning-tide with those who have passed the night in the 
open air. Monsieur de Mergy, if you are not in a great 
hurry for dinner, will you take a turn with me to the Gospel 
Bastion? 1 should like to see how the enemy's works are 
getting on." Then, saluting the mayor, and resting his hand 
on the young man's shoulder, he bent his steps to the bastion. 

They entered it the moment after two men had been 
mortally wounded by a gunshot : the stones were dyed with 
blood, and one of the wretches was imploring his comrades 
to put him out of his misery. La Noue, his elbow on the 
parapet, gazed silently for some time at the besiegers' 
works ; then he turned towards Mergy. " All war is 
hideous." said he. "but a civil war ! That ball was rammed 
into a French cannon; it was a brenchinan who levelled 
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the gun, ar held tliu match, and those wliom the ball has j 
killed are co Frenchmen. And yet. tu cause death half 
a mile off i nothing ; but M. de Mergy, when one has to 
plunge a .word into the bosom of a man who cries for 
quarter if ^our own tongue . . . .! And we have done thai 
very thir this very morning!" 

■' Ah, r. but if you had seen the massacres on the twenty- 
fourth ! ■ - •^•■[i the Seine when it ran red, and 
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carried more corpses than it floats down iceblocks in winter 
when the frost breaks, you would feel little pity for those 
with whom we are fighting. To me every Papist is a 
murderer." 

" Do not slander your country," said La Noue. " In yonder 
besieging army there are very few of the wretches of whom 
you speak. The soldiers are French peasants, who have 
quitted their ploughs to earn the King's pay : the gentlemen 
and the captains fight because of their oath of allegiance to the 
•--•■ be that they are right and that we are rebels ! " 
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■' I see you are not niitch truublcJ with scniijli-'s, M. dc 
Mergy ; you arc a happy warrior," and the old hero sighed 
deeply. 

" By the Lord ! " said a soldier, who had just let oft" his 
piece, "that devil there must bear a charmed life, I have 
been marking him down for three days, and I have never 
cven grazed him." 

" Whom do you mean ? '" asked Merg\-. 

"There! do you see the spark in the white doublet, 
with a red scarf and feather ? Every day he ]}aces up and 
down, maugre our beards, as if to brave us. It is one of the 
gilt-swords of the Court, who came with Monsieur." 

" It is a long shot," said Mergy ; " but never mind. Give 
me an arquebuss." 

A soldier handed him his piece ; Mergy rested the end 
of the barrel on the parapet, and took a careful aim. 

"Suppose he were a friend of yours?" said La Noue. 
■■ Why do you want to play the nnisketeer thus ? " 

Mergy, who was about to draw trigger, held his hand. 

" I have no friends," he said, '■ but one. among the 
Catholics, and he, I am sure, is not among our besiegers." 

'■ But suppose your brother were in Monsieur's suite, and 
it were he ?" 

The arquebuss went off, but Mergy 's finger had trembled, 
and the dust sent up by the bullet rose at some distance 
from the promenadcr. Mergy did not believe that his 
brother could be in the Catholic camp; but he was not sorry 
lo see that he had missed. The person at whom he had shut 
continued his slow walk, and at last disa|)peared behind one 
of the piles of fresh-heaped earth which were rising around 
the city on all sides. 
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COLD drizzling rain, which had 

fallen uninterruptedly throiiy;Iioul the 

wholt; night, had jusi ceased when the 

dawning day was lieralded in the sky by 

a pale light in the cast. This 

^^^ ' / • ''&'^' struggled through a 

*' heavy fog, which clung close 
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to the earth, though the wind dispersed it here and Uiere, 
makinij; large gaps. But the grey fleecy masses soon 
coalesced aj^ain, as the waves, cloven by a ship, fall back 
arvd fill up the wake it has left. The champaign, covered 
with this dense mist, through which tree-trunks peered at 
intervals, looked like one great inundation. 

Ill the town, the uncertain light of dawn, aided by tlie 
a _(■ 1. . _ .1 jQj^ ^ pretty numerous troop of 

/ho were gathered in the street 
;ion. They were stamping their 
in the p shuffling about without changing 

actual pubitio,.. nen do who are pierced by the 

Qiiuip and searching ^i of a winter sunrise. They did not 
spare oaths and vigorous execrations against the leader who 
had put them under arms so early ; but despite the strength 
of their language, there was to be detected in it the cheerful 
hope which animates soldiers led by a chief whom they 
value. They kept saying, in tones half-jesting and half- 
angry, " This confounded Iron-arm, this Jack Never-sleep, 
cannot eat his breakfast till he has beat up the quarters of 
the. babe-bolters yonder. — A plague on him ! one never can 
make sure of a night's rest with a devil of a fellow like 
that, — By our dead lord the Admiral's beard! if I do not 
hear the muskets talk soon, I shall go to sleep, as if I were 
in bed —Thank God ! here is a dram coming to wake our 
hearts in our bodies, and save ns from catching cold in this 
diabolical fog." 

While the brandy was being served out to the soldiers, the 
officers, clustering round La Noue, who was standing under 
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into his place, and a minister came forward and blessed 
the soldiers, exhortincr ihem to do their duty, and promising 
them eternal life if, for too good reasons, they were not 
able to come back to the town and receive the rewards and 
thanks of their fellow citizens. The sermon was a short 
one ; but La None thought it too long. He was not the 
same man who the evening before deplored every drop of 
French blood shed in the war ; he was simply a soldier, 
and seemed eager to revisit the scene of carnage. No 
sooner was the minister's discourse finished ; no sooner had 
the soldiers returned their " Amen," than he cried in tones 
firm and even harsh, " Comrades ! the good man has said 
well. Let us trust in God and our Lady of the Hardhitters! 
I will kill the first man who fires before a Papist's stomach 
is within range of his wad, if I come out alive myself! " 

" Sir," whispered Mergy to him, " this is ditTerent talk from 
last night's." 

" Uo you know Latin?" asked La Nuue brusquely. 

" Yes, sir," said Mergy. 

" Then remember that admirable maxim. Age quod agis^ 

He gave the signal. A cannon-shot was fired, and the 
whole body set out at quick march for the open, while at 
the same time small parties of soldiers, sallying by different 
gates, went to beat up different parts of the hostile lines, 
that the Catholics, thinking themselves assailed on all sides, 
might not dare to send reinforcements to the scene of the 
grand assault, for fear of deserting works wliich seemed 
everywhere threatened. 

The Gospel Bastion, against which the engineers of the 
Catholic army had been concentrating their efforts, was 
especially exposed to a battery of five guns, established on 
a knoll, crowned by some ruined buildings, which had 
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i before the siege been those of a mill. A dilch and an 
earthwork guarded the approach to this from the city ; and 
!in front of the ditch several arquebusiers stood sentinel. But, 
~as the Protestant le;ider had foreseen, their guns, exposed J 
'to the damp for several hours, were sure to be almost use- ] 
'less, and the attacking party, well equipped in all respects, and J 
■ready for the assault, had a great advantage over men taken 
by surprise, weary with watching, drenched with rain, and 
: first sentinels were despatched ' 
e musket-shots, which had had the 
to go otl e Li attery guards in time to see the 

y already over the irapet, and climbing the ascent of 
'tiic iiiill-hill. Some resistance was attempted, but weapons 
dropped from hands stiff with cold, and almost every arque- 
buss missed fire, while not a shot or blow of the assailants ' 
was lost. Victory ceased to be doubtful, and already 
tile Protestants, masters of the battery, began to shout 
savagely; "No quarter! Remember the twenty-fourth of 
August ! " 

Some fifty soldiers with their captain occupied the mill- 
tower ; and the officer, in his night garments, with a pillow 
in one hand and his sword in the other, opened the gate 
and came out, asking what the disturbance was. So far 
was he from even thinking of a sally on the enemy's part, 
that he fancied the noise to be due to some squabble among 
his own soldiers. He was cruelly undeceived ; for a halberd- 
blow stretched him on the ground bathed in his own blood. 
}^is men had time to shut and barricade the gate of the 
tower, and for some minutes they made good their defence 
by firing from the windows. But there happened to be 
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testants set fire to this, and in a moment the flames had 
enveloped the tower and climbed to its summit. Soon hor- 
rible cries came forth ; the roof had caught, and was ready- 
to fall on the wretches whom it had sheltered. The gate 
was on fire, and the barricades they had made themselves 
prevented their exit that way. If they attempted to jump, 
from the windows they fell into the burning pile or were 
spitted on pike-points. Then was seen a hideous sight. 
An ensign, sheathed in complete armour, tried, like the 
rest, to leap from a narrow window. His corslet ended, as 
was then a common enough fashion, in a sort of iron skirt ' 
covering the thighs and belly, and widening like a funnel- 
mouth so as to give easy room for walking. The window 
was not wide enough to let this part of the armour pass ; 
and the ensign, in his excitement, had thrust himself so 
violently in, that the greater part of his body was outside 
without its being possible for him, held a.s he was in a sort 
of vice, to move further. Meanwhile the flames rose to 
him, heated his armour, and roasted him in it slowly as in a 
furnace or in tlie famou.^ brazen bull invented by* Phalaris. 
The wretch uttered horrible cries, and vainly waved his 
arms as if imploring succour. For a moment there was 
silence among the attacking party ; then together, and as if 
by common consent, they shouted a war-cry as though to 
divert their own attention and tirown the groans of the 
burning man. He soon disappeared in a blast of flame and 

' .\rmoiir like this tan be seen at the Artillery Museum. A very fine 
sketch of a toiimamem l>y Rubens shows how, notwithstanding this iron 
skirt, it was still possible to mount a horse. The saddles have on them a 
sort of small stool, which goes under the skirt and raises the rider till his 
knees are almost on a level with his horse's head. For the man burnt in 
his armour see DAubign^'s " Histoire Universelle." 

' ["For,* not '■ by," a slip of M^rim^e's 1— 7>.;W,«/,//-V AW--, 
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smoke, and a helmet, red-hot and smoking, was seen to l.i 
in the midst of the riiins of the tower. 



In the heat 

grief last not 
vation speaks 



of combat emotions of horror and 
long ; the instinct of self-preser- 
to the soldier's mind too forcibly 
for him to be able long to attend 
to the miseries of others. While 
some of the Rochellese pursucil 




the fugitives -" '^^^^^i^^'^^t^'^'^'^'^ others spiked 

the guns, f '* smashed their 

wheels, and hurled into the 

ditch the gabions of the battery and the corpses of its 
garrison. 

JMc rgy. who had been one of the first in the escalade of 

;_j;ampart, took breath for a moment, just j 
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battery guns. Then he helped the others to destroy the 
besiegers' works. Meanwhile a soldier had lifted up the 
head of the Catholic captain, who gave no sign of life, while 
another took his feet, and both swinging him between them 
in cadence, were about to hurl him into the ditch. .Suddenly 
the apparent corpse, opening its eyes, recognized Mergy 
and cried. "Quarter, Mergy! I am a prisoner, save me! 
Do you not know your friend B^ville ?" The poor fellow's 
face was covered with blood, and Mergy had some difficulty 
in recognizing in this dying man the young courtier whom 
he had left full of life and mirth. He had him stretched 
carefully on the grass, himself bound up his wounds, and 
after laying him across a horse, gave orders that he should 
be taken gently into the town. In the act of bidding him 
farewell and helping to lead the horse out of the batter)', 
he saw through an opening of the fog a body of cavalry 
advancing at a trot, between the city and the mill. To all 
appearance it was a detachment of Catholic troops trying to 
cut off their retreat. Mergy at once hastened 10 warn 
La None, and said, " If you will give me only two score 
arquebusiers, I will throw myself behind the hollow way 
through which they must pass, and if they do not turn t;ul 
prpmptly I will give you leave to hang me !" 

" Excellent, my boy !" said La Noue. "' You will make a 
good general some of these days. Come, men, follow this 
gentleman and do what he tells you." 

In a very short time Mergy hat! ensconced his arque- 
busiers along the hedge. He made them kneel on one 
knee and get their weapons ready : but above all he forbade 
a single shot to be fired till he gave the word. The hostile 
cavalry rode rapidly up, and already their horse-hoofs were 
clearly heard in the mud of the hollow w.iy. 
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" Their captain," whispered Mergy, " is the red-plumed 
rascal whom we missed yesterday. Do not let us miss him 
to-day." 

The arquebusier on his right nodded as though to say he 
would take care of that. The horsemen were not twenty 
paces off, and their leader, turning to his men, seemed about 
to give an order, when Mergy, rising suddenly, shouted 
" FireJ" 

The captain with the red plume turned his head, and 
Mergy recognized his brother. He darted his hand towards 
his neighbour's piece to strike it aside ; but before he 
touched it the shot sped. The horsemen, startled at the 
unexpected volley, fled in different directions over the 
plain ; but Captain George fell pierced with two bullets. 





CHAPTER XXVII 



•■ Father. Why nre Jon w o\,= 

Pieirt. Why you «i Iioublt^unn;, tlia 
Cui't die in peace, 
Bui you, like mvvns, niJl be cTiukiiig \\. 



A FORMER monastery, sequestrated some time before 
by the Town Council of La Koclielle, had been, 
during the siege, turned into a hospital for the wounded. 
The pavement of the chapel (whence benches, altar, and all 
other furniture had been removed) was covered with hay 
and straw, and hither they carried the rank and file. The 
refectory was set apart for officers and j^cntlcnicn. It was 
a spacious apartmeiu. handsoniL-ly piinelled with uld oak. 
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md its walls were pierced witli wiJe pointed windows, 
givinjj iiy;lit enough for the surgical operations which un- 
ceasingly went on within it. 

Here Captain George lay on a mattress, stained with his 
own blood and with that of many other unfortunates who 
had preceded him in this place of pain. A truss of straw 
served him as pillow ; he was naked to the waist, for they 
had just taken off his corslet and torn his shirt and doublet 
open ; but his right arm still bore the steel armpiece and 
gauntlet. A soldier was stanching the blood which flowed 
from his wounds, one in the belly just below the cuirass, 
the other, of less importance, in the left arm, Mer^" was 
so overwhelmed by grief that he was unable to be of any 
effectual assistance. Now weeping on his knees in front of 
the captain, now rolling on the ground with cries of despair, 
he reproached himself unceasingly with having slain the 
kindest of brothers and the best of friends. But the captain 
was cairn enough meanwhile and tried to moderate his 
transports. 

A few feet from his mattress was another on which the 
luckless B^ville lay in equally evil case. But his features 
did not exhibit the same quiet resignation which was 
noticeable on the captain's. From time to time he let slip 
a muffled groan and turned his eyes to his neighbour as if 
to beg a share of his own courage and fortitude. 

A man of some forty years, dry, thin, bald, and covered 
with wrinkles, entered the hall and drew near Captain 
George, holding in his hand a green bag, whence there 
issued a certain rattle very terrible to poor wounded men. 
It was Master Brisart, a surgeon skilful enough for the 



THE HOSPITAL. 



and he was still girt with a large apron all stained with 
blood. 

" Who are you, and what do you want with me ?" asked 
George of him. 

" 1 am a surgeon, my good sir, and if 
you do not know the name of Master 
tirisart, there must be many things of 
which you are ignorant. Come, pluck up 
a sheep's courage, as the saying is. I 
know something of gun-shot wounds, 
thank God! And I would 1 had as 
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many bags of a thousand livres each as I have extracted 
bullets from folks who are as hale to-day as I am myself." 

'■ Well then, doctor, tell me the truth. The wound is 
mortal, if I know anything about it." 

The surgeon examined the left arm first, and said. " A 
trifle!" Then he began to prolx; the other wound, a 
proceeding which soon forced the patient to grin horribly. 
He had strength enough left to push the iloctors hand 
away stoutly enough with his own right arm, 

"No further, doctor, in (ind's name and the Devil's!" 
cried he. " I see by your face that my business is done." 
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" Well, ,r, yoLi st;e. I fear much that the Inillet has 
crossed i ; small hypoijaslrlc Intestine, and striking up- 
wards h; lodged in the spine, which we otherwise call in 
Greek, ; his. What makes me think so is that your legs 
are mot nless and cold already — a pathological symptom 

which r ely deceives. In which case " 

"A m-shot at point-blank and a ball in the spine! 
more than enough to lay one 
re, torture me no more, 



Plague 




poor c 




and let ,.c 




"N^ shall ... 




wild ey the si 




" Yes ; ijc will liv 


j 


is a strong man," saiu 


.iste 



ive!" cried Mergy, fixing 
ching his arm hard. 
ruger — perhaps two, for he 
isart coolly. 

Mergy fell once more on his knees, seized the captain'.s 
right hand, and drenched the gauntlet which covered it, 
with tears. 

'■ Two hours !" answered George. " So much the better; 
I feared I had longer to suffer." 

"No! it is impossible !" cried Mcrgy sobbing. "George, 
you must not die. A brother cannot die by his brother's 
hand ! " 

" There, there, Bernard, calm yourself, and do not shake 
me so. I feel every motion of yours here. The pain is not 
too bad for the moment, if only it will last, as the fool 
said while he was falling from the steeple." 

Mcrgy sat down by the mattress, his head resting on his 

knees and his face hidden by his hands. He did not move. 

and seemed stupefied : only now and then convulsive twitches 

' iindv shake as though in the shivering fit 
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As for the surgeon, after fixing a bandage or two merely 
to arrest the bleeding, he wiped his probe with great 
coolness. 

" I should advise you strongly to set your affairs in 
order," he said. "If you want a minister, there are plenty 
here, and if you prefer a priest you can have one. I saw a 
monk just now, whom our people had taken prisoner. See, 
he is yonder, confessing that Popish officer who lies at the 
point of death." 

" Give me something to drink," said the captain. 

" Do nothing of the kind," replied the doctor, "or you 
will die an hour sooner," 

"An hour of life is not worth a glass of wine. Come, 
good-bye, doctor ; my friend here at my side is waiting for 
you impatiently." 

"Then shall I send you a minister or the monk ?" 

■■ Neither one nor the other." 

" What do you mean ? " 

" Let me alone." 

The surgeon shrugged his shoulders and turned to 
BiSville. 

" By my beard ! " cried he, " this is a beautiful wound ! 
These devils of volunteers strike like madmen !" 

" But I shall recover, shall I not ? " asked the wounded 
man feebly. 

" Draw your breath," said Master Brisart. 

Then they heard a sort of low whistle, produced by 
the air which left Beville's lungs by his wound as well 
as by his mouth, while the blood ran from the opening like 
crimson froth. The surgeon whistled himself, as if in echo 
of this strange sound: and then he hastily bandaged the 
place, and without a word picked up his instrument-case 
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rand prepared to depart. Meanwhile Bevllle's eyes, glittering 
like torches, had followed all his movements, 

■' Well, doctor ? " asked he, in trembling tones. 

" Pack up your traps," said the surgeon coolly, as he 
turned away. 

"Alas! todie so young!" cried the unhappy Beville, letting 
his head fall back on the straw which served him as pillow. 

Captain George still asked for drink ; but no one would 
give him so much as a glass of water, for fear of hastening 
his end — a singular kind of humanity, which serves only to 
prolong misery. At this moment La Noue, attended by 
Captain Dietrich and several other officers, entered the hall 
to visit the wounded. They all halted before George's 
mattress; and La Noue, leaning on his sword-hilt, looked 
from one brother to the other with eyes in which all the 
sympathy with which the sad scene inspired him was depicted. 
A flask slung at the German soldier's side attracted George's 
notice. 

" Captain," said he, " you are an old soldier ? " 

" Ves ; as a soldier I am old enough. The smoke of 
powder grizzles a man's beard faster than years. My name 
is Captain Dietrich Hornstein." 

" Tell me, then," said George, " what you would do if 
you had my wound ? " 

Captain Dietrich considered the injuries for a moment, 
like a man accustomed to the sight and to judge their im- 
portance. 

■' 1 should put my conscience in order," answered he, 
" and then I should ask for a good glass of Rhenish, if there 
were a bottle anywhere about." 
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Dietrich unslun^f his Hask. which was of very goodly size, 
and made as thougli he would hand it to the wounded man. 

" What are you doing, captain ? " cried a musketeer. 
" The doctor says he will die at once if he drinks." 

" What matter ? " replied Dietrich ; "he will at least have 
a little solace before death. Here, brave sir; I am only 
sorry not to have better wine to offer you." 

" You are a gentleman. Captain Dietrich." said George, 
when he had drunk. Then handing the flask to his neigh- 
bour, " And you, my poor Beville, will you do me reason ? " 

But Beville shook his head and answered not. 

" Ah ! ah ! " said George, ■' here comes more torment ! 
What! will they never let me die in peace?" 

He saw a minister coming forward, Bible under arm. 

" My son," said the minister, " when you go " 

" Enough ! enough ! " answered George. " I know what 
you would say ; but it is lost labour — I am a Catholic." 

"A Catholic !" cried Beville. "Then you are a Free- 
thinker no longer ? " 

"But once," said the minister, "you were bred in the 
reformed faith ; and at this solen^n and terrible moment, 
when jou are about to appear before the supreme Judge of 
deeds and of consciences " 

"I am a Catholic! By the devil's horns! leave me 
alone ! " 

" But ■■ 

" Captain Dietrich," said George, " will you not take pity 
on me ? You have done me one great service ; I beg you 
do me yet another. See that I am allowed to die without 
preachments and jeremiads." 

" You iiad better withdraw," said the captain to the 
minister. " Y(ju see he is in no mood to listen to vou." 
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La Noue beckoned to the monk, who at once approached. 

" Here is a priest of your own religion," said La Noue to 
Captain George. " We make no pretensions to force men's 
consciences." 

" Monk or minister, let them all go to the devil ! " answered 
Ithe wounded man. 

But the two divines stood on each side of his bed, and 
seemed readv tn fifht for the dying patient. 

atholic," said the monk. 
Dtestant," said the minister; "he 



fl 


id the one. 


f 


1 the faith of his fathers," retorted 


EKe other. 




" Confe; ' su 


1 


" Re pea iir 


y son. ' 


" Do you not aie 


I Catholic ? " asked the monk. 



"Take away this messenger of Antichrist!" cried the 
minister, feeling that the majority of the audience was on 
his side ; and immediately a zealous Huguenot soldier 
grasped the monk by his girdle, and thrust him back, 
crying- 

" Hence, shaveling gallows-bird! 'tis long since mass has 
ceased to be said at Rochelle ! " 

" Hold, there ! " said La Noue. " If this gentleman 
wishes to confess himself, I pledge my word that none shall 
interfere." 

"Very many thanks, M. de la Noue," said the dying man 
faintly. 

" You are all witnesses," interrupted the monk, " he wishes 
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"He returns to tht faith of his ancestors!" cried the 
minister. 

" No ! A thousand thunders ! Leave me, both of you ! 
Am I dead already, that the ravens are quarrelling over my 
carcass ? I will have neither your mass nor your psalms." 

" He blasphemes ! " cried in unison the two ministers of 
the rival faiths. 

" It is well to believe in something." observed Captain 
Dietrich with unruffled calmness. 

" I believe," said George ; " I believe that you are a good 
fellow who will deliver me from these harpies. There ! 
get away with you both, and let mc die like a dog." 

"Yea! die like a dog!" said the minister, turning away 
in a rage. The monk crossed himself, and drew near 
Beville's couch, while La None and Mergy held the Pro- 
testant divine back. " Make one more effort ! " said Mergy. 
" Pity him, pity me !" 

"Sir," said La Noue to the dying man, "take an old 
soldier's word for it, the exhortations of a servant of Goit 
can soothe dying hours. Do not hearken to the counsels 
of a guilty vanity, and do not lose your soul out of idle 
bravado." 

" Sir," replied the captain, " 1 have not thought of death 
to-day for the first time. 1 need no one's exhortations to 
prepare for it. 1 never loved bravado, and I love it now 
less than ever. But in the devil's name, I will have nothing 
to do with their nonsense." The minister shrugged his 
shoulders, and La Noue sighed. Both departed slowly and 
with bowed heads, 

" Comrade," said Dietrich, " you must be in the devil's 
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" Then I hope that the; good God will not be offended at 
your words, though they sound desperately like blasphemy. 
With a gun-shot right through the body, confound it, one 
may swear a little to keep one's heart up. " 

George smiled and took the flask once more. " Yoiir 
health, captain ! You are the best nurse a wounded soldier 
can have," and as he spoke he held out his hand. Dietrich 
clasped it, not without certain signs of emotion. " The 
himself, "suppose my brother 
I ■ md I had shot him through the 

bod)' ! 'I Ills, then, was what Mila's prophecy meant."' 

" George, my friend," said Biiville in a piteous tone. 
■• speak to me once! We are going to die. 'Tis a terrible 
moment. Are you still minded as you used to be when you 
converted me to Atheism.'' ' 

" Of course I am. Take courage ; in a minute or two our 
sufferings will be over." 

" But this monk tells me of flames — of devils — of all 
sorts of things. Meseems all this is not comforting." 

" Nonsense ! '" 

" But suppose it were all true ?" 

" Captain," said George, " I bequeath to you my corslet 
and my sword; and 1 would I had something better to offer 
you for the good wine you have given me so kindly." 

" George, my friend," began Beville once more, " it would 
be terrible if what he says were true .... eternity!" 

" You poltroon ! " 

" Yes, it is very easy to say ' poltroon,' but poltroonery is 
allowable when it is a case of suffering everlastingly." 

"Well then, confess yourself," 
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•■Bah!'- 

" Nay, but answer. Are \o\\ swr ' Give mc your wonl 
that there Is none." 

" ! am sure of notliinfr. If there be a devil, we shall see 
whether be is as black as they paint him." 

" What ! You are not sure ? " 

" Confess, confess, I tell you." 

" But you will laujjh at me ? " 




The captain could not repress a smile, but then he said 
in a serious tone, " !f I were in your place I should make 
confession ; for it is the safest game after alt, and once 
shriven and anointed, one is ready for anything." 

"Well, I will do as you do. Confess ymirself first. ' 

"Not 1." 

" Faith, then, you may say what you like, I will die ay<XM.I 
Catholic. Come, father, hear me -say my conjiieor, and 
prompt me a little, for I have half forgotten it." 

As he confessed himself Captain George drank another 
sip of wine, stretched his head on his uneasy pillow, and 
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shut his eyes, remaining quiet for some quarter of an hour. 
Then he clenched his Ups and shuddered as he gave vent 
to a long groan, wrenched from him by pain, Mer^*, 
thinking him dying, uttered a cry and lifted his head. But 
the captain opened his eyes. 

" What, again ?" said he gently, pushing him back. " Pray. 
Bernard, be calm." 

" George ! George ! and you are dying by my hand !" 

" What then ? I am not the first Frenchman killed by a 
brother, and I do not think I shall be the last. Besides. I 
have none but myself to blame. W hen Monsieur, after 
delivering me from prison, took me with him, 1 swore that I 
would never draw sword. But they told me that this 
poor fellow Beville was attacked, and when 1 heard the 
firing, I took a fancy to see the thing too close." 

He shut his eyes again, but opened them once more to 
say to Mergy, " Madame de Turgis bade me tell you that 
she loves you still." And lie smiled kindly. 

These were his last words, and he died some quarter of 
an hour later without seeming to suFfer much. In a minute 
or two Beville expired in the arms of the monk, who after- 
wards assured his hearers that he had distinctly heard in the 
air the joyful cries of the angels who received the soul of 
this repentant sinner, while the devils returned a howl of 
triumph from underground as they carried off the spirit of 
Captain George. 

It may be seen in any history of France how La Noue, 
sick of civil war, and tormented by his conscience with 
reproaches for fighting against his King, quitted Rochelle ; 
jvas forced to raise the siege ; and 
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Bill did Mer^' console himself? And did Diane lake 
another lover ? I leave these questions to ihe decision of 
the reader, who can thus in everj-case suit the conchision of 
the story to his own taste. 
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